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A  Romance   in    Radium 

PROLOGUE 

'*  And  you  must  wear  clothes/'  says  Ha- 
Sabat,  the  Keeper  of  the  Chronicles  of 
Muran,  to  his  visitor,  Ma-Mylitta,  who 
desires  a  permit  to  visit  Earth  for  the  pur- 
poses of  research — historical  and  otherwise. 

"  Clothes  ?  " 

'*  And,  above  all  things,  a  hat.  A  hat  is 
indispensable,"  adds  the  official,  tickling 
his  nose  with  the  feather  end  of  his  pen. 
But  what  am  I  to  do  with  my  wings  ?  '* 
No  Murani  travels  without  wings,  and 
this  question  of  clothes  and  hats  is,  it  seems, 
peculiar  to  Earth.  The  inhabitants  of 
other  planets  more  resemble  ourselves,  and 
wings  suffice.'*  The  Keeper  of  the  Chroni- 
cles looks  puzzled  for  a  moment,  and  then 
adds  cheerfully,  ''  But  you'll  know  more 
when  you  get  there." 

'*  Yes,  and  we  shall  all  know  more  on  my 
return — at  all  events,  I  hope  so." 
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"  The  Earth  atmosphere  is  known  to  be 
fatal  to  Immortals.  Of  the  four  who  last 
took  the  journey  three  never  returned,  and 
the  fourth  was  so  distressed  that  he  took  a 
bath  of  Oblivion  immediately,  and  we  are 
therefore  without  any  positive  knowledge 
of  their  fate.  You  may  succeed  in  finding 
some  trace.  They  may  even  be  alive, 
which  I  doubt.'' 

''  Five  cycles  of  a  thousand  years.  What 
is  time  to  an  Immortal  ?  '' 

''  Nothing  in  Muran,  true  ;  but  the  Earth 
atmosphere,  unless  it  is  changed  since  the 
last  analysis,  will  not  suit  the  Murani  con- 
stitution, and  at  the  end  of  ninety  days 
Immortals  become  mortal.'' 

"  And  then  ?  " 

"  Feathers  moult,  wings  disappear  ;  they 
eat  and  drink,  grow  old  and  die,  like  the 
rest.  The  adventure  is  free  from  peril  if 
you  are  mindful  to  return  before  exhausting 
the  reserve  of  radio-active  energy  which  you 
take  with  you.  Your  theory  that  an  Im- 
mortal is  always  immortal,  and  under  all 
circumstances,  will  not,  I  fear,  hold  water." 
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Ma-Mylitta  fears  to  be  convinced,  having 
recently  published  an  article  in  The  New 
Review  in  support  of  the  theory  popular  in 
Muran,  that  an  Immortal  is  superior  to,  and 
independent  of,  environment,  and  has  been 
backed  up  by  the  very  learned  Society  of 
which  she  is  a  distinguished  member.  The 
story  that  three  out  of  four  of  the  sons  of 
Muran  had  once  on  a  time  been  enticed  by 
the  fair  daughters  of  men  to  remain  on 
Earth  until  they  lost  the  power  to  return, 
even  if  they  would,  was  discussed  anew  with 
as  much  heat  as  Immortals  condescend  at 
home  to  show  about  anything,  and  Ma- 
Mylitta's  design  is  to  visit  Earth,  the  scene 
of  the  tragedy,  and  set  all  speculation  at 
rest  on  her  return. 

*'  I  shall  trace  them  ;  the  Murani  are 
immortal,  and  I  shall  trace  them/'  says  she, 
fluttering  a  wing. 

''  Then  you  desire  a  permit ;  and  the 
reason  for  your  journey — ?  ''  Ha-Sabat  in- 
quires with  official  calm. 

'*  Is  in  the  interests  of  scientific  and 
historical  truth  for  the  completion  of  my 
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new  Speculations  Concerning  Man,  I  want 
to  know  what  it  is — what  magnet,  what 
magic  it  is  which  keeps  our  immortal 
Murani  in  such  a  planet  as  Earth  for  five 
thousand  years/' 

"  The  daughters  of  men  were  fair  and 
may  be  so  still/'  says  the  Official  Recorder, 
turning  over  the  leaves  of  an  ancient  parch- 
ment with  illuminated  margins.  Then  he 
adds  reflectively,  ''  Speculations  concerning 
woman  may  better  help  you  to  understand 
why  the  immortal  sons  of  Muran  were 
earthbound/' 

*'  Then  I  may  have  a  permit  ?  *' 

''  Certainly/* 

"  And  depart  at  once  ?  ** 

"  A  permit  for  ninety  days,  and  if  you  do 
not  return — '* 

*'  I  am  certain  of  myself/' 

*'  Still,  there  are  consequences,  and  the 
philosophic  mind  is  never  blind  to  conse- 
quences, you  know.  If  you  do  not  return 
your  name  will  be  erased  from  the  register 
of  Immortals,  and  you  will  hereafter  be 
reckoned  as  one  of  the  earthbound.     Your 
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essay  concerning  man  is  in  the  library,  and 
that  will  be  something  towards  perpetuating 
your  memory/' 

A  tremor  passes  over  Ma-Mylitta's  face. 
Earthbound  for  an  Immortal  is  a  suggestion 
trying  even  to  an  Immortal's  nerves. 

''  But  clothes  !  What  am  I  to  do  with 
clothes  ?     And  a  hat !     What  is  a  hat  ? '' 

The  Recorder  confesses  ignorance.  In 
ancient  days,  when  the  sons  of  Muran  were 
in  the  habit  of  visiting  Earth,  communica- 
tions were  frequent,  and  on  the  margins  of 
books  and  documents  (now  referred  to)  are 
clever,  though  faded,  sketches  of  the  fair 
daughters  of  men  flirting  with  winged  im- 
mortals. Ma-Mylitta  inspects  the  figures 
closely.  The  wings  of  the  Immortals  are 
distinct  enough,  but  the  other  figures  ap- 
parently leave  the  important  question  of 
hats  and  costumes  unanswered. 

''  I  shall  find  out  when  I  get  there/'  says 
she. 

That  no  search  party  went  from  Muran 
to  discover  the  fate  of  the  missing  Immortals 
was  due  partly  to  the  fact  that  the  Immor- 
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tals,  having  so  much  time  in  hand,  seldom 
troubled  themselves  about  anything  in 
particular  ;  and  partly  to  the  fact  that  the 
bright  light  which  Earth  at  the  time  showed 
to  Muran  suddenly  disappeared.  Some 
said  it  had  cooled  off  suddenly  and  been 
blotted  out  of  the  solar  system  by  way  of 
punishment,  but  the  spirit  of  laissez  faire 
stood  in  the  way  of  active  inquiry.  Of  late 
some  feeble  rays  from  the  dark  planet  had 
been  observed,  and,  in  consequence,  interest 
and  speculation  as  to  the  fate  of  the  missing 
was  revived.  There  was,  apparently,  some 
risk  to  be  run,  even  by  an  Immortal,  on 
coming  in  contact  with  Earth,  whose  atmo- 
sphere is  unable  to  supply  the  necessary 
elements  for  the  perpetual  renewal  of  the 
Murani  constitution.  It  was  said  that  had 
the  journey  been  to  any  other  planet,  num- 
bers would  join  in  the  interesting  search  ; 
but  under  the  circumstances  the  Immortals 
were  content  to  await  developments. 

Ma-Mylitta,  having  studied  the  question 
from  various  points  of  view,  and  now  having 
a  reputation  to  maintain^  becomes  possessed 
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with  the  idea  that  it  is  a  duty  to  go  and  see 
for  herself.  The  historical  basis  of  her  own 
clever  essay  she  secretly  fears  is  but  fiction 
— plausible  indeed,  but  fiction,  and  scarcely 
worthy  of  the  reputation  already  made  and 
to  be  made  during  the  ages.  It  is  under 
this  impression  that  she  seeks  and  obtains 
an  appointment  with  Ha-Sabat,  the  Keeper 
of  the  Chronicles  at  Imbra-Umbra,  the  seat 
of  the  Government  of  Muran. 

Ha-Sabat  moves  on  one  side  for  the  pur- 
pose of  consulting  an  old  register  of  permits, 
in  which  appears  the  names  of  the  Immortals 
believed  to  have  at  one  time  been  victim- 
ised by  the  fair  daughters  of  men.  Of 
commanding  stature,  he  moves  with  re- 
markable lightness  and  grace,  and  with  no 
other  apparent  energy  than  the  play  of  two 
small  shoulder  wings,  which  act  independ- 
ently of  two  large  wings,  the  tips  of  which  are 
just  now  hidden  by  miniature  wings  spring- 
ing from  the  ankles.  The  plumes  are  bright 
grey — ^grey  being  an  official  colour.  The 
face  is  serene,  notwithstanding  the  wear  and 
tear  and  responsibilities  of  official  life  during 
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some  thousands  of  years.  Official  changes 
are  very  rare,  no  one  being  impatient  for 
anyone  else's  appointment. 

Ma-MyUtta,  whose  plumage  is  of  pure 
white,  with  scarlet  rings  over  each  breast, 
fans  herself  gently  with  her  right  shoulder 
wing  whilst  Ha-Sabat  is  looking  over  the 
old  register.  The  thought  of  adventure, 
and  alone,  on  the  mysterious  earth  planet, 
and  amongst  mysterious  mortals  without 
wings,  but  wearing  clothes  and  hats,  pleas- 
antly excites  her  ;  and  as  the  excitement 
grows  with  conjecture,  both  shoulder  wings 
are  presently  in  rapid  motion,  and  a  lumin- 
ous ring  encircles  her  fine  head,  her  hair 
being  of  the  colour  of  Venetian  gold.  The 
luminosity  increases  with  rapidity  of  motion, 
and  when  Ma-Mylitta  opens  and  closes  her 
two  large  wings  with  the  scarlet  circles,  her 
whole  form  is  enveloped  in  dazzling  splen- 
dour. The  light  disappears  as  the  wings 
are  brought  to  rest,  and  when  the  Recorder 
looks  up  from  the  Register  she  stands,  as 
before,  with  wings  folded,  and  no  trace  of 
mental  agitation. 
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*'  I  will  undertake  the  adventure/'  she 
says  firmly ;  ''  but  the  clothes !  Why 
clothes  ?  ''  she  asks,  looking  down  upon 
her  wings. 

''  And  the  hat — above  all  things,  the  hat. 
The  hat  is  a  sort  of  glory  for  the  head.'' 

''  Like  this/'  asks  Ma-Myhtta,  working 
her  shoulder  wings  and  surrounding  her 
head  with  a  halo. 

'*  It  is  a  halo  or  something  fastened  with 
pins/'  says  Ha-Sabat,  apparently  gratified 
at  being  able  to  give  assistance.  '*  There 
is  a  note  here  on  the  use  of  pins  amongst 
mortals,  which  may  be  useful." 

*'  What  a  pity  the  poor  things  have  no 
wings.  Perhaps  they  once  had  and  then 
lost  them.     Who  knows  ?  " 

''  Perhaps/'  echoes  Ha-Sabat,  taking 
from  the  forefinger  of  his  left  hand  a  signet 
ring  mystically  engraved,  with  which  he 
seals  an  ofiicial  permit  to  visit  Earth,  and 
to  remain  absent  from  Muran  for  a  period 
of  ninety  days.  Then  he  makes  a  note  of 
the  fact  in  the  ofiicial  register,  and  records 
that  the  object  of  the  journey  is  to  obtain 
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information  concerning  earth-born  men  and 
women  with  the  view  of  throwing  hght,  if 
possible,  on  the  fate  of  the  immortal 
Murani  who  failed  so  long  ago  to  return  to 
Imbra-Umbra  after  embracing  the  fair 
daughters  of  men. 

Then  they  ascend  to  the  office  of  the 
Keeper  of  the  Faculties,  who  bestows  upon 
Ma-Mylitta  the  gift  of  all  earthly  tongues, 
and  the  power  of  rendering  herself  invisible 
at  all  times  whilst  on  Earth. 

''  And  the  clothes  ;  can  you  give  me  any 
useful  hints  about  clothes  ?  */  asks  Ma- 
Myhtta. 

*'  Not  forgetting  hats.  The  hat  is  most 
essential,''  adds  Ha-Sabat. 

But  the  Keeper  of  the  Faculties,  whose 
plumage  is  of  a  brilliant  electric  blue,  simply 
shakes  his  head,  as  though  saddened  at  the 
thought  that  a  race  of  beings  exists  some- 
where in  the  Universe  degenerate  enough 
to  require  such  trappings.  He  certainly 
has  no  positive  information  respecting  the 
planet  Earth  and  its  inhabitants,  though  he 
remembers  having  heard  some  ages  ago  that 
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earth  mortals  were  very  curious  and  emo- 
tional, and  spent  much  time  in  eating, 
drinking  and  sleeping.  There  were  other 
stories  which  were  just  as  well  forgotten,  he 
says. 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

The  New  Historical  Society,  of  which 
Ma-Mylitta  is  so  distinguished  a  member, 
assembled  to  see  her  take  her  departure  ; 
and  there  were  some  who,  at  the  last 
moment,  discouraged  the  enterprise,  being 
willing  to  let  time  clear  up  whatever  might 
be  doubtful  and  obscure  ;  but  they  were 
only  the  ultra-conservative  element  in  the 
new  Society,  the  majority  of  whose  members 
applauded  the  enterprise. 

''  I  shall  return  at  the  end  of  ninety  days," 
says  Ma-Mylitta,  gaily  spreading  her  wings. 

Certain  members  of  the  New  Historical 
Society  accompany  the  voyager  as  far  as  the 
confines  of  the  atmosphere  of  Muran,  beyond 
which  they  may  not  go  without  official 
permit.  They  see  Ma-Mylitta  disappear  in 
space,  and  descend  again  to  Imbra-Umbra 
to  await  events. 


CHAPTER  I 

A  CABLE  from  the  East  announces  that 
pious  Buddhists  dwelHng  within  the  sacred 
zone  in  Tibet  have  been  greatly  agitated  by 
the  presence  of  an  Immortal  from  another 
world.  The  sacred  zone  being  the  reputed 
cradle  of  the  human  race,  and  the  site  of  the 
Garden  of  Eden  under  another  name,  the 
mysterious  visitant  has  not  inappropriately 
made  inquiries,  historical  and  otherwise, 
respecting  the  earliest  dwellers.  There  is 
much  mystery  about  the  whole  affair,  and 
the  ubiquitous  Renter,  cabling  from  Madras, 
dismisses  the  matter  with  a  vague  sugges- 
tion of  political  inquietude  masked  by  some 
religious  agitation  amongst  the  mystics  of 
the  sacred  zone. 

The  practical  Western  world  reads  and 
forgets  until  the  morning  papers  publish 
accounts  from  New  York  describing  with 

12 


A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM  13 

much  detail  an  aerial  phenomenon  in  human 
form,  but  with  wings,  hovering  over  the 
saintly  city  of  the  Pacific ;  but  many  strange 
stories  and  conjectures  are  reserved  for  the 
evening  editions,  it  being  well  known  that 
the  great  British  public  become  less  and 
less  critical  and  more  credulous  each  day 
after  the  sun  passes  its  meridian.  The 
Astronomer-Royal  and  the  most  eminent 
star-gazers  in  Europe  and  America  when 
interviewed  are  unable  to  make  anything 
of  the  story — a  little  star  dust,  perhaps, 
seen  by  an  imaginative  gentleman  after 
dinner,  covers  sufficiently  the  range  of 
probabilities  and  satisfies  most  people ; 
and  those  who  condescend  to  give  the 
curious  story  a  second  thought  suspect  an 
ingenious  trick  for  advertising  a  new  pill,  a 
new  play,  or  a  new  prophet. 

The  phenomenon,  whatever  it  may  be, 
has  apparently  no  special  mission  for  the 
City  of  the  Golden  Gates,  New  York,  or  the 
Great  Western  Hemisphere,  and  although 
circumstantial  accounts  of  visits  from  '*  a 
glorious  being   in   feathers,  brilliant   with 
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radio-active  radiations,  making  inquiries 
about  clothes  and  hats/'  reach  the  leading 
journals,  the  'cute  editors  pitch  the  ''  drivel '' 
into  the  wastepaper-baskets.  The  story 
didn't  catch  on,  they  said  ;  and  although 
pretty  enough  allegories,  specially  contri- 
buted by  ''  eminent "  persons,  duly  ap- 
peared, statistics  were  also  published 
proving  conclusively  that  the  aerial  pheno- 
menon, with  or  without  trumpet,  was  only 
visible  where  the  highest  percentage  of 
imbecility  was  present,  which  was  thought 
to  be  hard  on  some  very  good  people  living 
in  very  good  places. 

It  is  only  another  Yankee  story,  people 
say  ;  and  London  editors  would  soon  have 
forgotten  it,  but  for  the  sudden  anxiety 
of  their  own  special  and  well-accredited 
correspondents  in  Paris  demanding  space 
for  more  or  less  sensational  accounts  of 
something  strange  hovering  over  the  city 
of  fashion  and  imagination,  already  styled 
by  the  polite  Parisians,  ^'  La  Celeste."  The 
Paris  correspondents  talk  to  their  respective 
editors  in  Fleet  Street. 


A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM  15 

No,  no,  there  is  no  hoax  about  it,  they 
say.  The  American  story  be  hanged ! 
The  It,  the  Something,  good  or  bad,  natural 
or  supernatural,  is  flying  about  all  over 
Paris.  Some  people  count  six  wings,  and 
the  face  is  human,  and  so  is  the  whole  form. 
It  may  be  all  artificial,  but  it's  clever, 
because  light  is  generated  with  the  motion 
of  the  wings,  and  envelops  the  flying  form 
in  a  luminous  cloud.  The  luminous  radia- 
tions under  the  circumstances  are,  to  say 
the  least,  novel. 

Is  there  anything  in  it  ?  Who  can  say 
more  than  it  is  the  sensation  of  the  hour, 
and  is  filling  the  churches  with  women 
confessing  their  sins.  And  the  men  ? 
They  hang  around  the  cafes  and  public 
places  waiting  for  denouements — anything 
or  nothing. 

"  In  a  word,  what  is  the  effect  of  this 
new  sensation  in  Paris  ?  '*  ask  the  wary 
editors,  and  the  reply  determines  the  most 
sceptical. 

''  The  women  are  becoming  hysterical 
and  running  to  the  churches,  which  spells 
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ruin  to  trade  ;  and  then,  if  they  confess  to 
their  husbands,  there  will  be — '' 

The  aerial  phenomenon  story  started  in 
the  East  looks  quite  different  now  that  it 
comes  from  Paris  and  is  vouched  for  by 
**  Our  Own  Specials/'  There  must  be 
something  in  it,  people  now  say,  and  if 
La  Celeste  (whatever  it  turns  out  to  be) 
wishes  to  see  shops,  and  the  very  latest 
thing  in  hats,  what  more  natural  than  this 
visit  to  Paris  ? 

For  three  days  and  nights  La  Celeste, 
the  Visible-Invisible,  hovers  over  Paris,  and 
the  scientific  world  is  thrown  into  a  fever 
of  speculation.  Aerial  cars  are  chartered 
to  take  members  of  the  Academic  des 
Sciences  within  speaking  distance  of  the 
too-elusive  phenomenon.  Pere  Rollin,  the 
popular  preacher  of  the  day,  intrusts  him- 
self to  the  unknown  dangers  of  the  air  in  a 
flying  machine  supplied  with  jars  of  Veau 
henite.  The  unexpected  always  happens, 
and,  who  knows  ?  The  adventurous 
gentlemen  of  science  and  theology  are, 
however,  discouraged  on  finding  that  La 
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Celeste    becomes    invisible    at    the    most 
critical  moments. 

And  the  crowds  in  the  streets,  and  open 
spaces,  and  bridges,  awe-stricken  at  first, 
relax  into  smiles,  and  then  laugh  aloud, 
when  the  comic  papers  take  the  matter  up 
and  represent  La  Celeste  playing  Little 
Bo-Peep  with  the  learned  professors  of 
science  and  theology ;  and  comfortable 
bourgeoisie  with  fat  banking  accounts, 
speculating  in  *'  futures ''  by  purchasing 
standing  room  in  Paradise  at  the  doors  of 
the  churches.  ''  Long  live  La  Celeste  ! 
The  rich  bleed  !  ''  cries  Lazarus. 

Paris  is  quickly  thronged  with 
*'  Specials  "  versed  in  all  known  dialects 
and  languages  to  interview  the  pheno- 
menon, with  special  artists  to  sketch,  and 
special  photographers  with  special  plates 
to  snap-shot  the  phenomenon.  A  syndi- 
cate is  formed  to  acquire  all  rights,  title 
and  interest,  and  then  to  exploit  the 
mystery  for  all  it  is  worth.  The  Church 
proclaims  a  solemn  fast,  and  even  scientists 
are  disturbed  at  learning  that  photographic 
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chemistry  is  at  fault,  and  that  nothing  is 
imaged  on  the  sensitive  plates  that  any 
known  developer  is  able  to  develop. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  this  portent  in  the 
air,  which  will  give  no  account  of  itself,  gets 
upon  the  nerves  of  well-meaning  people 
with  money  invested  to  such  an  extent  that 
they  sell  their  stocks  and  shares  wildly,  and 
cause  a  '*  slump ''  most  disastrous  to  the 
fortunes  of  millionaires.  So  much  so,  that 
M.  Dubecq,  in  the  sacred  name  of  la  haute 
finance^  seeks  to  remove  the  cause  by  a 
bullet. 

Those  who  see  him  fire  declare  that  La 
Celeste,  who  is  henceforth  apotheosised 
and  becomes  TAnge  Celeste,  was  struck  in 
the  breast,  in  the  centre  of  the  scarlet  ring, 
which  offered  so  fair  a  bulFs  eye  to  the 
marksman.  The  mysterious  figure  was 
resting  with  wings  folded  on  the  Egyptian 
monument,  calmly  surveying  the  ways  of 
men  and  the  fashions  of  women  as  seen  in 
the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  and  when  M. 
Dubecq  fired  it  vanished,  like  a  light 
extinguished.    Not  a  feather  fell  to  the 
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ground,  and  not  a  stain  recorded  the 
attempt  ''  to  assassinate  the  spirit  of  the 
air/'  as  people  in  their |excitement  now 
express  themselves.  The  thing  might  have 
been  laughed  at  as  an  illusion  had  not  so 
many  declared  they  saw  the  whole  affair, 
including  the  figure  resting  on  the  mono- 
lith. 

All  Paris  is  watchful  now,  quivering  with 
expectation,  but  day  after  day  passes,  and 
there  is  no  further  appearance  of  the  white- 
winged  figure  leaving  a  trail  of  light  as  it 
moves  its  grand  wings.  The  bullet — the 
spirit  in  which  it  was  fired,  perhaps — has 
apparently  scared  away  the  celestial  Some- 
thing which  is  independent  of  the  law  of 
gravitation  and  disappoints  photographers, 
and  which  the  clergy  pronounce  a  ''  mir- 
acle,'* and  the  scientists  a  ''phenomenon.'* 
The  journals  are  indignant  towards  M. 
Dubecq  for  driving  away  the  great  attrac- 
tion and  sensation  of  the  season.  What  if 
it  be  illusion  ?  they  ask.  Illusion  is  real 
when  everyone  shares  it.  The  army  of 
foreign  special  correspondents  and  artists 
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disappear,    and   the   telegraph   wires   and 
cables  have  comparative  rest. 

Many  are  disappointed  that  the  end  of 
all  things  does  not  follow  this  mysterious 
visitation.  Those  who  sold  out  their  stocks 
and  shares  so  hastily  are  loud  in  their 
lamentations  at  the  deceitfulness  of  things  ; 
and  the  women  who  crowded  the  churches 
for  a  week  put  on  their  jewellery  and 
chiffons,  and  smile  gaily  once  more.  The 
medicals  coin  a  new  word  for  the  weakness 
of  those  who  had  for  once  been  surprised 
into  telling  their  husbands  the  truth,  and 
so  many  possible  scandals  are  avoided. 
Hour  by  hour  the  liveliest  impressions  fail, 
the  ''  miracle  ''  becomes  an  '*  apparition,*' 
an  ''  optical  illusion,"  a  '*  nothing-at-all-in- 
particular,''  and  the  world  goes  well. 

'Will   La   Celeste  appear  elsewhere  and 
the  mystery  be  solved  ? 


CHAPTER  II  '        I 

A  LAZY  afternoon  in  June,  a  pleasant  breeze 
stirring  the  leaves  in  St  James's  Park,  a 
shaded  room  with  open  windows,  and  a 
mere  hum  of  life.  This  is  Lady  Gerard's 
room — "  retreat  "  she  calls  it — and  the 
smart  Mrs  Montem  Brille  is  here  paying  a 
friendly  call  on  her  ladyship,  in  order  really 
to  become  better  acquainted  with  the  sweet 
Mrs  Balmayn,  fresh  from  the  Antipodes, 
who  is  on  her  wedding  tour.  A  niece  by 
marriage  to  Sir  John  Gerard,  the  fresh 
young  bride,  sitting  by  the  open  window 
and  happy  with  her  own  thoughts,  is  worth 
the  attention  of  Mrs  Montem  Brille,  who 
hunts  after  the  young  and  beautiful  for  her 
garden-parties  with  the  keenness  of  a  col- 
lector of  hric-d-hraCy  or  any  other  passing 
craze.     Mrs  Balmayn  is,  in  the  result,  duly 
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booked  for  the  next  garden-party,  and  she 
is  to  bring  her  husband,  a  handsome  young 
EngUshman  with  a  fine  air  of  Colonial  dash 
and  independence  about  him,  as  Mrs 
Montem  Brille  knows.  So  the  young  bride 
is  happy  enough,  though  her  ears  are  only 
filled  with  the  faint  hum  of  distant  noises. 

*'  I  wish  the  It,  whatever  it  is,  would  pay 
us  a  visit,'*  says  Mrs  Montem  Brille, 
smilingly  sipping  her  tea. 

'*  An  optical  delusion,  don't  you  think 
so  ?  '*  asks  her  ladyship. 

'*  I  think  so  now,  but  I  confess  I  was  a 
bit  frightened  at  first.  The  horrible  things 
that  people  used  to  talk  about  before 
children  came  into  my  mind.'* 

Lady  Gerard's  homely  face  puts  on  a  new 
expression.  She  has  the  round-apple  face 
on  which  there  is  plenty  of  room  for  sun- 
light and  shadow,  and  the  blue  eyes  seem 
bluer  to  look  at  now  her  hair  is  turning 
prematurely  grey.  She  looks  for  a  moment 
at  Mrs  Montem  Brille,  wondering  what  on 
earth  a  woman  so  perfectly  costumed  can 
fear. 
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Mrs  Balmayn  catches  the  word  "  fear/' 
and  is  interested.  She  holds  her  cup  close 
to  her  lips,  and  her  large  velvety-brown  eyes 
grow  pathetic,  for  she  has  been  disturbed 
of  late  by  dreams. 

'*  What  do  you  make  of  it,  Lady  Ger- 
ard ?  ''  continues  Mrs  Montem  Brille. 

"  I  ?  Oh,  nothing.  Sir  John  says  it's 
a  new  flying  machine,  or  Marconi  signal. 
You  remember  that  the  Thing  collapsed 
when  a  man  fired  at  it.  Sir  John  says  the 
scarlet  ring  perforated  by  the  bullet  was  a 
sort  of  something,  I  don't  know  exactly 
what,  and  the  energy  was  concealed  there. 
The  bullet  struck  a  detonator,  or  something, 
and  the  whole  thing  was  self-consumed.'' 

"  Very  clever  of  dear  Sir  John  to  think 
of  all  that,  and  so  comforting  !  " 

Lady  Gerard  leans  back  and  laughs  gaily. 
The  idea  of  Sir  John  getting  the  credit 
of  thinking  to  such  an  extent  amuses 
her. 

*'  No,  no,  not  Sir  John,"  says  she,  *'  but 
some  mad  inventor,  or  one  of  his  mad  con- 
stituents, worked  all  this  out  for  him.     Ever 
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since  Sir  John  has  been  in  Parliament  he's 
been  inundated  with  letters  from  people, 
mostly  mad.  Don't  you  let  your  husband 
drift  into  Parliament/' 

''  No,"  says  Mrs  Montem  Brille,  tapping 
her  little  foot  lightly.  ''  I  can  spend  all  that 
Montem  can  do  without,"  and  she  smiles  and 
nods  towards  the  bride  in  such  manner  as  to 
leave  no  doubt  of  her  being  quite  in  earnest. 

Lady  Gerard  has  no  doubt  at  all  upon 
Mrs  Montem  Brille's  capacity  for  spending  ; 
but  then  she  is  clever  and  up-to-date,  and 
always  gets  good  advertisement  for  her 
money. 

Mrs  Balmayn  looks  reproachfully,  moving 
in  her  seat  restlessly. 

'*  Dear  Lady  Gerard,"  says  she,  '*  if  it  is 
true — if  it  can  be  true,  that  the  air  is  peopled 
with  resplendent  beings,  how  can  you 
mock  ?  " 

''  My  child,  you  are  so  young,"  says  her 
ladyship,  soothingly,  noting  the  .voice 
tremor.  ''  We  are  living  in  a  work-a-day 
world,  and  resplendent  beings  only  fill  the 
heads  of  young  dreamers.     You  may  be 
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sure  this  mystery  will  soon  be  turned  inside 
out,  like  an  old  gown/' 

"  But  what  if  the  end  of  the  world  should 
come,  and  I  only  just  married  ?  " 

"  Don't  forget  my  garden-party/'  says 
Mrs  Montem  Brille,  taking  leave. 


CHAPTER  III 

Inspector  Taggard  of  the  Metropolitan 
Police,  engaged  in  filling  up  an  official 
sheet,  lifts  his  head  as  he  hears  a  heavy  but 
uncertain  step.  If  that's  Evans  there's 
something  wrong  with  him,  is  the  Inspec- 
tor's mental  note,  for  he  knows  the  true 
ring  of  a  constable's  step,  and  can  tell  one 
man's  from  another's  with  fine  instinct 
sharpened  by  practice.  But  what  does 
Constable  Evans  mean  by  returning  now 
with  a  step  suggestive  of  a  certain  un- 
certainty ?  There's  only  one  step  to  be 
heard,  whilst  the  voice  he  hears  is  Evans's 
voice  toned  down  to  sweet  imploring  modu- 
lation. 

The  Inspector  throws  himself  back  in  his 
chair  and  looks  suspiciously  keen  at  the 
constable,  who  enters  alone  with  blanched 

face  and  scared.     No  one  visible  is  with 
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him,  and  yet  he  walks  as  though  someone 
were  by  his  side  ;  and  he  looks  beseechingly 
at  vacancy  as  though  help  might  come  from 
space. 

'*  Well  ?  ''  demands  Inspector  Taggard, 
sharply. 

''  I  found  It  wandering  in  St  Paul's 
Churchyard,  and  now  it's  gone/'  says  the 
constable,  finding  speech  at  last,  but  still 
under  some  unearthly  terror. 

''  I  wish  you'd  find  your  senses,  man. 
What  did  you  find,  and  what's  gone  ?  " 

The  Inspector  speaks  roughly,  and  the 
tone  brings  back  native  courage,  so  that  the 
blood  returns  once  more  to  the  man's  cheeks. 

The  constable  stands  bolt  upright,  and 
delivers  himself  more  and  more  boldly  at 
the  sound  of  his  own  voice. 

*'  It's  half-past  twelve,  and  I'm  on  duty, 
and  I  see  a  strange  light  over  the  dome  of 
St  Paul's — maybe  a  flash  of  lightning, 
nothing  particular  about  that  this  time  of 
the  year.  Suddenly  a  figure  with  out- 
stretched wings  comes  flying  through  the 
air,  and  goes  all  round  the  building,  as 
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though  looking  for  an  open  window,  and 
as  it  flies  the  Hght  becomes  more  brilUant. 
I  draw  myself  into  a  doorway  and  watch, 
and  am  not  seen  at  first.  The  light  becomes 
stationary  inside  the  railings,  and  there  is 
a  figure  in  human  form  clothed  with  white 
wings  before  me  standing  out  clear,  and  the 
black  walls  of  St  Paul's  behind.  And  then 
I  take  fear." 

'*  Never  mind  your  feelings,''  says  the 
Inspector,  ''  stick  to  facts." 

"  Then  the  mysterious  Thing  must  have 
seen  me,  and  as  it  comes  towards  me  I 
would  have  squeezed  myself  through  a 
keyhole,  but  I  stand  still,  paralysed.  I  try 
to  speak,  to  move,  to  whistle,  but  am  help- 
less. The  Thing  I  see  is  pure  white  with 
scarlet  rings  on  the  breast,  and  I  see  the 
wings  are  folded,  but  the  head  is  that  of  a 
woman  with  long  hair.  I  see  all  this,  and 
then  I  remember  the  mystery  of  Paris 
which  we  were  all  reading  about." 

"  I  see  now,  constable,  yours' 11  be  a  case 
for  the  Divisional  Surgeon,"  says  Inspector 
Taggard. 
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''  That's  not  all.     The  Thing  spoke." 

"  What  did  it  say  ?  '' 

*' *  I  want  clothes.'  And  I  say,  ^Very 
much  so,  and  it's  indecent  and  against  the 
law  to  appear  in  a  public  place  without 
clothes.'  And  when  clothes  are  mentioned 
I  feel  ashamed,  which  wasn't  the  case  at 
first." 

''  And  then  ?  " 

''  *'  It's  my  duty,  my  painful  duty,  to 
arrest  you,'  I  say." 

Inspector  Taggard  nods  approval ;  but 
asks  laconically,  '^  What  charge  ?  " 

*^  Indecent  exposure." 

'^  What  of?" 

The  police  constable  looks  conscious — 
some  sort  of  doubt  springs  into  existence, 
but  he  replies,  '^  Feathers,  I  suppose." 

"  Exposure  of  feathers  is  not  an  offence," 
says  Inspector  Taggard.  ''  If  you  made 
an  arrest,  you  acted  wrongly.  But  finish 
your  story." 

'*  The  Thing  speaks  again  and  says,  *  I 
want  a  hat.'  Two  little  shoulder  wings, 
which  I  had  not  noticed,  begin  to  flutter, 
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and  a  ring  of  light  forms  around  its  head. 
Then  the  Thing  says,  '  A  hat  is  made  of 
something  and  is  fixed  with  pins/  I  know 
what  a  hat  is  well  enough  ;  and  then  I 
fancy  that  the  poor,  wandering  Thing  in 
feathers  must  be  a  little  off/* 

*'  Did  it  occur  to  you  that  there  was 
someone  inside  the  feathers,  speaking  and 
making  a  fool  of  you  all  the  time  ?  *' 

''  Yes  ;  and  I  said,  '  Come  now,  no  larks,' 
and  brought  my  hand  down  heavily  on  the 
Thing's  shoulder — leastways,  where  the 
shoulder  should  be/' 

''  Well  ?  " 

'*  There  was  nothing  there,  and  my  hand 
returns  to  my  side  ;  I  might  as  well  have 
tried  to  arrest  a  moonbeam/' 

Inspector  Taggard  looks  suspiciously  at 
the  constable — moonbeams  put  an  idea  into 
his  head.     It  is  a  moonlight  night,  too. 

*'  Then  the  Thing  says,  '  If  you'U  get  me 
clothes  and  a  hat  I'll  come  with  you.'  I 
say  '  Very  well,'  and  here  we  are." 

''  Where's  the  other  ?  "  asks  the  In- 
spector. 
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^^  I  can't  see  it,  but  I  know  it's  here," 
says  Constable  Evans. 

''  On  what  charge  ?  " 

'^  Wandering  about  without  visible  means 
of  subsistence." 

Inspector  Taggard  rings  up  the  Divisional 
Surgeon.  Constable  Evans  is  a  good  deal 
*^  off  "  now,  in  his  opinion. 

'^  The  man  is  as  sane  as  he  ever  was  in 
his  life,"  says  the  surgeon,  '^but  if  he  per- 
sists in  his  story  let  him  tell  it  at  the 
Mansion  House  to  the  Lord  Mayor,  and 
then  everybody  will  know  it,  and  it  is 
possible  that  some  sort  of  explanation  will 
be  forthcoming.  It  will  never  do  for  people 
to  fancy  that  something  which  the  police 
can't  tackle  is  prowling  round.  The  Cock 
Lane  ghost  will  be  a  fool  to  it,  and  in  a 
week  half  the  people  will  be  in  madhouses. 
Englishmen  will  face  anything  but  the  un- 
accountable— a  mysterious  shadow  drives 
them  frantic." 


CHAPTER  IV 

Sir  John  Gerard  hears  the  story  from  the 
Lord  Mayor,  who  is  much  impressed  by  the 
pohceman's  narrative,  told  him  in  his 
private  room,  but  which  he  thinks  desirable 
not  to  make  public  unless  the  phenomenon 
is  repeated.  Balmayn,  the  young  Colonial, 
who  is  introduced  to  the  City  Fathers 
by  Sir  John,  notes  that  the  Lord  Mayor  is 
ill  at  ease  when  the  honourable  baronet 
retails  some  cynical  jests  at  the  expense  of 
our  aerial  visitor  to  this  mundane  planet. 

^'  What  the  deuce  the  thing  wants  in 
London,  and  in  the  City  of  all  places  in 
the  wide  world,  I  can't  guess,'*  says  Sir 
John. 

'*  The   providential   government   of   the 

world  is  too  mysterious  for  me,''  says  the 

chief  magistrate.     *'  If  this  is  intended  as 

a  warning — " 
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Sir  John  interrupts  with  a  loud  laugh ; 
he  has  heard  so  much  the  last  week  or  two 
about  signs,  and  warnings,  and  last  judg- 
ments. ''  You  forget,  my  lord,  that  the 
flying  angel  which  is  to  shake  us  all  up  is  to 
carry  a  trumpet,  and  blow  it  for  all  it's 
worth.  Where's  the  trumpet  ?  If  the 
Whatever-it-is  only  had  a  trumpet !  '' 

''  No  mention  was  made  of  a  trumpet  in 
the  American  and  French  reports,  and  the 
constable  said  nothing  about  one.'' 

*'  Of  course  not ;  a  mere  mechanical  toy, 
clever  certainly,  and  you'll  see  a  big  ad- 
vertisement out  soon.  Knock  the  idea  of 
the  supernatural  out  of  people's  heads  or 
there'll  be  another  '  slump  '  in  stocks.  I've 
washed  my  hands  already  of  all  weak 
stuff." 

The  police  constable's  story  leaks  out, 
and  the  evening  papers  are  selling  in  the 
streets  when  Sir  John  and  Mr  Balmayn 
emerge  from  the  Mansion  House.  The 
narratives  are  not  wanting  in  ingenious 
embellishment. 
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"  Did  you  see  the  mysterious  Something 
in  the  City  ?  ''  asks  Lady  Gerard  at  dinner. 

*'  The  privilege  was  reserved,  it  seems, 
for  some  fool  of  a  policeman,  who  told  a 
cock-and-bull  story  about  a  young  woman 
dressed  up  in  feathers  running  about  St 
Paul's  Churchyard  at  midnight,  and  asking 
for  clothes  and  a  hat/' 

''  With  what  result  ?  " 

'*  The  constable  promptly  ran  her  in." 

*'  Most  proper.  Sir  John." 

*'  Most  foolish,  I  think,  for  if  let  alone 
there  would  have  been  the  usual  story  of 
London  Bridge  at  midnight,  and  a  splash." 

"  Do  you  think  the  policeman  was 
sober  ?  "  asks  her  ladyship  with  the  air  of 
one  who  has  pierced  a  mystery  without 
trouble. 

*'  The  man  had  read  about  the  Paris 
business,  and  it  got  on  his  nerves,  I  suppose." 

**  And  did  the  very  improper  young 
Thing  in  feathers  give  any  account  of  its 
actions  ?  " 

'^  Said  something  about  clothes  and  a  hat, 
but  the  constable  warned  the  Whatever-it- 


A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM  35 

was  that  what  it  said  would  be  used  in 
evidence  against  it,  and  so,  naturally 
enough,  the  Thing  said  nothing/' 

''  Clothes  and  a  hat,''  repeats  her  lady- 
ship. ''  The  hat  decides  me — the  mystery 
is  a  woman  in  masquerade.  Don't  you 
think  so, my  dear,"  addressing  MrsBalmayn, 
who  is  eagerly  following  the  conversation, 
and  feels  relieved  now  at  the  thought  that 
the  world  will  last  until  her  honeymoon  is 
over. 

''  Little  wife  of  yours  a  bit  nervous,  I 
should  think,"  says  Sir  John  to  his  nephew. 

''  She  is  in  sympathy  with  everything 
supernatural ;  one  gets  like  that  in  Aus- 
tralia where  the  natives  appear  to  have 
intimate  relations  with  the  unseen." 

'*  All  illusion,"  says  Sir  John. 

'*  But  splendid,  for  to  them  it  is  real. 
Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you.  Sir  John,  that 
the  races  late  in  development  are  more 
familiar  with  the  unseen  than  those  in 
advance  of  them  in  civilisation  ?  " 

Sir  John  contemplate?  his  cigar  ash. 
The  young  Colonial  has  a  trick  of  switching 
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him  off  the  Hne  sometimes.     The  butler 
enters. 

''  Well,  Jackson/'  demands  Sir  John, 
briskly,  ''  where  the  devil  did  you  get 
that  look  from  ?  '' 

"  I  waited  for  the  ladies  to  retire  ;  but, 
Sir  John — "  And  Jackson  speaks  in  a  low 
key,  and  with  embarrassment. 

'*  What  !  Row  in  my  house  !  Women 
in  hysterics  !  Speak  up,  sir,  what  do  you 
mean  ?  '' 

''  It's  about  a  Vision  in  the  City,  and  the 
Last  Day  !  " 

*'  So  soon,"  says  Sir  John,  puffing  out  his 

cheeks.     ''  Well,  111  be ;    but  never 

mind  me,  Jackson.  Tell  the  women  I'll  be 
with  'em  in  a  brace  of  shakes  if  there's  any 
such  nonsense  in  my  house.  It'll  be  the 
last  day  with  some  of  them  to-morrow  if  I 
hear  more  of  this." 

''  Shall  I  send  for  the  doctor  ?  "  asks 
Jackson. 

*'  Doctor  'm  yourself,  Jackson.  Glass  of 
port  all  round.  And,  Jackson,  not  a  word 
to    the    ladies.     And,    Jackson,    tell    that 
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yellow-haired  Abigail  to  hold  her  tongue, 
to  be  as  close  as  wax  when  she  goes  to  my 
lady,  or  she'll  pack  in  the  morning.  Do 
you  hear,  Jackson  ?  Dose  the  wenches  at 
once  and  steady  their  nerves,  but  mum  to 
my  lady." 

''  Yes,  Sir  John." 

An  unearthly  shriek  rings  through  the 
house. 

'*  Ten  thousand  demons,"  says  Sir  John 
to  Balmayn.  ''  Very  little  disturbs  people's 
nerves.  A  slump  in  the  City,  a  slump  in 
the  kitchen,  and  it  wants  a  slump  in  the 
House  to-night  to  make  things  cheerful.  I 
must  be  off  now,  early  division  expected, 
and  rd  rather  meet  this  Thing  in  feathers 
than  an  angry  '  whip  '  if  the  Government 
is  defeated  on  a  snap  division.  Wonder  if 
anyone  will  ask  Balfour  a  question — some- 
thing elusive  is  a  bit  in  his  line,  you  know." 

''  Extry-extry-special,"  shouts  a  man. 

''  Damn  the  papers  !  "  mutters  Sir  John, 
getting  into  a  hansom  and  driving  to 
Westminster. 


CHAPTER  V 

Perhaps  the  only  man  in  London,  not 
blind  and  totally  deaf,  who  has  not  heard 
of  the  advent  of  La  Celeste  in  Paris,  and 
who  is  quite  unconscious  of  the  sensation 
which  the  evening  papers  have  already 
produced,  is  Dr  John  Riddle  of  Storey's 
Gate,  who  carries  the  fifty  and  odd  letters 
following  his  name  with  so  much  modesty 
as  not  even  to  remember  them.  And  Mrs 
Riddle  is  so  fitted  to  be  the  wife  of  so 
eminent  a  man,  that  the  doctor  is  seldom 
disturbed  at  home  by  what  he  philosophic- 
ally regards  as  the  little  '*  accidents  ''  which 
make  up  the  sum  and  substance  of  feminine 
existence.  An  inward  and  an  outward  calm 
the  doctor  thinks  necessary  for  his  special 
studies,  and  being  a  specialist  of  repute,  he 
only  troubles  himself  with  the  correspond- 
ence of  scientists  like  himself,  and  of  the 
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very  first  water.  What  the  learned  doctor 
can  see  with  the  naked  eye  has  Uttle  interest 
foi  him  ;  and  the  whole  visible  universe 
might  disappear  without  causing  him  much 
regiet,  if  only  some  atom  is  left  behind  so 
minute  in  its  entirety  as  only  to  be  seen 
under  the  powerful  lens  specially  prepared 
for  him  at  Leipzig. 

Mrs  Riddle  secretly  delights  in  recalling 
the  few  times  in  married  life  that  she  has 
crossed  the  doctor's  conscious  line  of  vision  ; 
and  only  once  in  an  early  war  against  dust 
anc ''  litters  ''  in  his  sanctum  did  she  disturb 
his  calm  study  of  the  infinitely  small.  She 
remembers  the  whole  scene — a  tempest  and 
a  li.any  ;  and  then  the  fixing  of  a  spring 
lock  upon  the  doctor's  door  which  none  may 
hereafter  open  from  the  outside  but  him- 
self 

Mrs  Riddle  has  heard  the  story  of  the 
nystery  and  is  quivering  to  tell  the  doctor 
a:  dinner,  for  they  dine  together  by  custom, 
aid  the  doctor  sometimes  answers  questions, 
tiough  more  often  follows  her  with  his  eyes 
cs  though  regretting  that  as  a  ''  subject " 
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she  is  too  large  for  his  microscope.  Ths 
brief  desire  (if  it  really  exists)  passes,  for  be 
has  always  plenty  of  subjects  on  hand  for 
mounting,  and  the  doctor  returns  joyfully 
to  his  room  with  the  spring  lock,  for  wliere 
the  mind  of  a  scientist  is,  there  is  his  haart 
also.  / 

Dr  Riddle  is  even  more  than  usuallj  un- 
conscious this  evening  of  the  presence  of 
the  wife  of  his  bosom,  and  fails  utterly  to 
understand  the  allusions  to  a  Something 
and  a  mad  policeman,  because  his  mind  iias 
scarcely  yet  freed  itself  from  the  task  of 
revising  a  critical  MS.  ;  and  in  this  s^te 
he  returns  to  his  room,  and  his  whole  b^ng 
soon  tingles  again  with  delicious  warmt^  as 
eyes  follow  finger  on  the  MS.  He  take^  off 
his  black  silk  cap  and  shows  a  bald  bit)ad 
forehead,  glowing  with  the  inward  heat 
which  genius  may  indulge  in  when  no  one 
is  looking.     Then  he  says  audibly, — 

''  I  agree,  there  is  mystery,  but  thk 
mystery  of  to-day  may  be  the  fact  of  td- 
morrow.  Every  unexplained  phenomenon 
is  '  mystery,'  and  mystery  in  the  hands  o 
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fools  is  generally  mischievous.  Fonblanque 
puts  the  case  for  the  reality  of  the  unreal 
very  high^  but  then  he  is  a  visionary,  and, 
consequently,  weak.     Now  I — " 

The  doctor  is  very  much  absorbed  in  his 
work,  and  can  scarcely  believe  his  ears  when 
someone  says  reproachfully, — 

''  If  there  is  no  welcome  on  Earth  for  an 
Immortal,  I  will  return." 

Dr  Riddle  lifts  his  eyes  suddenly.  For  a 
moment  his  heart  stops,  and  then  his  pulses 
throb  with  unphilosophic  tumult.  A  soft, 
musical  voice  fills  the  air  ;  a  vision  in  white 
with  folded  wings  stands  before  him. 

He  turns  his  eyes  to  familiar  things  ;  to 
his  beloved  microscope,  to  his  papers,  to  his 
finger-nails  ;  they  are  all  there.  He  adjusts 
the  lamp-shade  and  his  hand  trembles — all 
real.  Then  he  is  sane  enough.  Once  more 
he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  there  is  the  vision  in 
human  form  and  face,  and  head  crowned 
with  a  wealth  of  hair  of  the  colour  of 
Venetian  gold.  He  turns  suddenly  in  his 
chair  towards  the  door  and  notes  that  that 
is  closed  by  the  faithful  spring.     How  then 
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has  this  mysterious  visitor  come  into  his 
room  ?  For  a  moment  he  is  angry  at  the 
intrusion,  and  the  very  human  feeUng  of 
outraged  privacy  gives  him  courage. 

''  This  room  is  private,  and  I  am  en- 
gaged/' says  he,  turning  once  again  to  his 
MS.  as  though  it  were  a  matter  of  indiffer- 
ence to  him  what  became  of  a  being  who 
penetrated  rooms  fastened  with  patent 
locks. 

''  An  Immortal  from  Muran  is  not  wel- 
come on  Earth  ?  " 

The  voice  is  very  sweet,  but  the  doctor 
really  wants  to  get  on  with  his  work.  He 
is  so  full  of  his  subject,  too,  that  it  is  difficult 
to  make  room  suddenly  for  a  new  set  of 
impressions.  It  dawns  upon  him,  however, 
that  novel  conditions  have  arisen,  within  or 
without  him,  and  entirely  independent  of 
his  will,  worthy  of  notice,  perhaps,  and 
must  be  attended  to  immediately,  or  the 
opportunity  may  pass. 

Then  the  situation.  This,  too,  dawns 
upon  him  as  something  novel,  and  not 
altogether  without  possible  future  incon- 
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veniences — a  leading  scientific  light  alone 
in  his  study,  fastened  by  a  spring  lock,  with 
something  in  the  feminine  form,  smothered 
with  wings,  and  speaking  with  the  seductive 
tones  of  language  set  to  celestial  music. 

The  doctor  begs  pardon  and  puts  his 
precious  MS.  away  in  a  place  of  safety. 
When  so  much  has  happened  the  rest  may 
follow — who  knows  what  destructive  energy 
may  be  under  these  wings  ?  This  done,  he 
says  abruptly  and  without  preface, — 

"  What  is  it  you  want  ?  '' 

"  Clothes  and  a  hat — a  hat  above  all 
things.  Something  like  this,  you  know." 
The  figure  moves  its  shoulder  wings  rapidly 
and  a  ring  of  light  encircles  its  head,  and 
then  the  tip  of  one  of  the  shoulder  wings 
gives  the  nimbus  the  appearance  of  the 
sweetest  feminine  thing  in  hats  that  ever 
penetrated  the  doctor's  consciousness. 

*'  I  was  not  prepared  for  so  luminous  a 
transformation,''  says  he,  gazing  intently 
at  the  nimbus,  which  gradually  disappears 
when  the  wings  are  brought  to  rest.  And 
then,  with  sudden  inspiration,  ''  I  observe 
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that  you  are  only  covered  with  feathers, 
which,  I  would  remind  you,  is  not  altogether 
suited  to  our  climate  ;  and  not  altogether, 
ahem  !  yes,  not  altogether — I  suppose  I 
must  say  it — not  altogether  proper.'' 

The  Immortal  looks  conscious  now  that 
wings  will  not  pass  muster  among  the  pro- 
prieties. Ha-Sabat,  the  Keeper  of  the 
Chronicles,  knew  what  he  was  about  when 
advising  her  that  whilst  on  Earth  she  must 
provide  herself  with  clothes  and  a  hat. 
She  has  wandered  from  the  East  to  the 
New  World,  and  from  thence  to  the  Old, 
seldom  seen,  but  seeing  always,  and  a  new 
feeling,  a  feeling  of  despair,  creeps  over  her, 
born  of  fear  that  her  mission  must  prove 
a  failure  from  want  of  a  few  garments  and 
a  hat !  And  then,  how  is  she  to  make  the 
New  Historical  Society  of  Muran  under- 
stand that  Immortals  are  not  comme  il  faut 
among  the  Earth  ephemera  ?  Dr  Riddle 
notes  his  visitor's  embarrassment,  and 
presently  sees  her  spread  two  grand  white 
wings,  and  hold  out  beseechingly  two  hands 
so  delicately  fair. 
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''  Give  me  a  garment  and  a  hat,  that  I 
may  mix  with  men  and  women,  and  perform 
my  mission  !  " 

Am  I  really  awake,  or  only  in  one  of  those 
sub-conscious  states  so  much  talked  about, 
thinks  Dr  Riddle,  slyly  pinching  himself. 
He  is  certain  that  he  feels  pain,  and  equally 
certain  is  he  that  before  him  stands  a  figure, 
all  celestial,  according  to  the  poets  and 
painters  of  the  world,  with  outstretched 
hands,  and  a  mute  appeal  in  eyes  whose 
calm  depths  are  infinitely  profound. 

''  You  must  pardon  me,  you  really  must, 
the  visit  is  so  strange,  and  the  demand  so, 
so  very  embarrassing.  Clothes  and  a  hat ! 
Mrs  Riddle  may  manage  that ;  but  you 
referred  to  a  '  mission '  and  that  may  in- 
terest me.     What  is  your  mission  ?  '' 

''  To  discover  traces  of  the  lost  Murani 
if  still  on  your  planet ;  and  if  they  are  not, 
to  learn  what  attractions  Earth  possesses 
for  Immortals  so  powerful  that  they  should 
say,  '  Immortality  is  well  lost  may  we  but 
dwell  amongst  the  earthborn,  becoming  one 
of  them.^  " 
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The  suspicion  crosses  the  learned  doctor's 
mind  that  he  is  involuntarily  entertaining 
some  demented  Ophelia  wandering  through 
space.  There  is  no  room  under  his  lens  for 
such  a  subject  as  this,  and  he  charitably 
thinks  the  sooner  the  unfortunate  returns 
to  whence  it  came,  the  better.  As  every 
parish  bears  its  own  burdens,  why  not  every 
planet  ? 

'*  I  never  heard  of  any  missing  links 
between  mortals  and  immortals  being  dis- 
covered on  our  earth,*'  says  the  doctor, 
with  a  slight  possessory  flourish  on  the 
"  our,*'  just  sufficient  to  make  an  alien 
conscious  of  trespass.     Then, — 

''  But  you  have  not  told  me  how  you  got 
here." 

*'  I  willed  to  come,  and  I  am  here." 

*'  Charmingly  simple,  and  not  very  ex- 
pensive. Now,  really  (this  compassion- 
ately), you  must  have  forgotten  that  the 
planet  Muran  is  one  hundred  and  forty 
millions  of  miles  distant,  and  that,  travel- 
ling with  the  velocity  of  light,  the  journey 
would  occupy — " 
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"  Light,  yes  ;  a  Murani,  but  the  inap- 
preciable fraction  of  a  second.  I  spread 
my  wings  and  fly  through  your  atmosphere, 
and  then  I  fold  them,  and  will,  and  am  in 
the  atmosphere  surrounding  Muran.  Once 
more  I  open  my  wings  and  fly  to  Imbra- 
Umbra  and  report  my  return  to  the  Keeper 
of  the  Chronicles.  My  leave  of  absence  is 
for  ninety  days/' 

"  Why  so  short  ?  " 

*'  Because  the  Earth's  atmosphere  will 
not  support  an  Immortal  longer.  Only 
thirty  days  remain  to  me.'' 

''  Pardon  me,"  says  Dr  Riddle,  apolo- 
getically, ''  I  will  make  a  note  for  future 
reference.  The  atmosphere  of  Muran 
differs  from  that  of  Earth,  you  say  ?  " 

''  Yes  ;  the  atmosphere  of  Muran  pro- 
vides every  element  necessary  for  immortal 
life  to  a  Murani.  Decay  is  impossible  in 
Muran  ;  but  I  can  only  remain  on  Earth 
for  ninety  days  without  losing  the  power  of 
returning.  The  atmosphere  of  Muran,  you 
must  know,  is  an  eternal  energy." 

Ma-Mylitta  pauses,  and  then  flutters  her 
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two  great  wings  until  she  appears  clothed 
with  light  as  with  a  garment.  There  is  not 
space  in  the  room  for  further  exhibition, 
but,  such  as  it  is,  it  is  splendid,  the  doctor 
standing  in  a  luminous  field,  mystified, 
astonished,  fearful — halting  between  a  de- 
sire to  fall  down  and  worship  and  to  shout 
through  terror  at  the  bare  thought  that  his 
precious  collections  will  be  inj  ured  in  thisbath 
of  celestial  glory.  Then  Ma-Mylitta  brings 
her  wings  to  rest  again,  and  the  points  of  light 
seem  reabsorbed  by  the  white- winged  figure. 

''  In  Muran,"  continues  Ma-Myhtta,  ''  we 
obtain  all  the  vital  energy  we  need  from 
the  atmosphere,  so  that  waste  is  made  good 
almost  before  it  may  be  said  to  occur.  On 
Earth — "  Ma-Mylitta  shakes  a  shoulder 
wing,  which  is  significant  to  the  doctor, 
who  says, — 

''  Those  who  rely  on  our  atmosphere  for 
direct  supplies  have  but  lean  fare.'* 

*'  Poor  Immortals  !  ''  says  Ma-Mylitta, 
referring  to  those  wholcame  tolEarthlso 
long  ago  and  failed  to  return  in  time.  Then 
she  asks,- 
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'*  Are  there  any  traditions  of  Immortals 
coming  to  Earth  ?  '' 

''  Traditions       innumerable.  Every 

quarter  of  the  world  is  full  of  them,  only 
we  say  they  are  false — mere  dreams  of 
infancy/' 

''  But  may  not  one — only  one — be  true  ? 
Think,  is  there  only  one — one  so  needful  to 
human  development,  so  necessary  to  the 
first  dreams  of  things  beyond  mere  life,  that 
you  would  say,  '  It  must  be  true  '  ?  '' 

''  There  is  a  story  which  every  child 
knows,  and  it  dates  back  long  ago,  when 
the  higher  races  were  in  their  infancy. 
You  must  suppose  that  Immortals  from 
somewhere  were  in  the  habit  of  visiting  this 
poor  planet,  as  you  have  done  now.  And 
then  the  story  goes.  The  sons  of  God  saw  the 
daughters  of  men,  and  took  unto  them  wives. 
Perhaps  this  may  give  you  a  clue.'' 

''  And  they  never  returned  ?  " 

''  Tradition  sayeth  not,  but  speaking 
from  universal  experience  I  should  say  that 
if  winged  Immortals  took  unto  them  fair 
women   as   wives,   they   would  lose   their 
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feathers.  The  women  would  be  sure  to 
want  them.  I  don't  profess  to  be  an 
authority/'  the  doctor  adds  quickly. 

"  What  is  there  in  the  fair  daughters  of 
men  so  enthralling  ?  '' 

''  You  ask  me  as  a  man  of  science  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

''  Then  I  do  not  know.*' 
I  ask  you  as  a  Man." 
Now  you  are  on  delicate,  if  not  danger- 
ous, ground.  Ask  history,  ask  the  tombs, 
ask  the  question  in  worlds  beyond  worlds. 
Does  "not  life  in  the  planet  Muran  suggest 
an  answer  ?  " 

''  Immortals  never  marry." 

''  Ah  !  "  exclaims  the  doctor,  twirling  his 
cap  on  his  finger-tip. 

There  is  silence,  and  Ma-Mylitta  en- 
deavours in  vain  to  follow  the  train  of 
thought  passing  through  the  doctor's  mind  ; 
but  she  has  no  cue  and  is  baffled  until  he 
speaks. 

''  Perhaps,"  he  says,  ''  the  absence  of 
marriage  is  a  weak  point  in  the  otherwise 
admirable  system  of  you  Immortals.  Those 
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whom  you  seek  found  that  the  daughters 
of  men  were  fair,  and  they  tried  an  experi- 
ment in  domestic  economy.  They  were 
progressives  and  sacrificed  themselves  to 
an  experiment  in  the  true  scientific  spirit. 
I  honour  them,"  adds  the  doctor. 

Ma-Myhtta,  interested,  fans  herself  with 
her  shoulder  wings  until  the  nimbus  re- 
appears. She,  too,  is  thinking,  and  Dr 
Riddle  cannot  divine  the  complex  ideas 
which  his  words  have  suggested.  An  Im- 
mortal becoming  earthbound  and  tied  to  a 
woman  who  would  use  his  feathers  for  hats, 
and  all  in  the  interests  of  ''  science,'*  is,  for 
her,  a  proposition  not  to  be  viewed  in  all  its 
lights  in  an  instant. 

*'  I  will  follow  up  the  idea,''  says  she. 
''  And  in  the  meantime  ?  '' 
''  I  must  have  clothes  and  a  hat.'* 
*'  I  will  prepare  Mrs  Riddle  for  an  inter- 
view," says  the  doctor. 


CHAPTER  VI 

The  electric  bell  on  the  table  tinkles. 

The  doctor  remembers  that  Professor 
Fonblanque  intends  calling  and  is  vexed 
at  the  interruption,  his  mind  having  been 
made  up  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  to 
summon  Mis  Riddle  and,  in  the  inviolate 
secrecy  of  his  sanctum,  introduce  his  mys- 
terious visitor.  The  impulse  is  so  sudden 
that  difficulties  have  had  no  time  to  germin- 
ate. Mrs  Riddle  is  to  take  this  Immortal 
off  his  hands,  make  her  presentable,  if 
possible,  and  aid  her  in  her  mission.  So 
far,  so  good ;  the  doctor  feels  pleasure  at 
the  bare  thought  of  its  being  reported  in 
another  planet  that  he,  representing 
science,  did  something  towards  facilitating 
a  scientific  mission.  Now  the  bell  tinkles 
a  sudden  check  is  given  to  his  purpose,  and 
he  asks  himself  whether,  after  all,  it  will  be 

52 
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the  wisest  thing  to  introduce  so  exceptional 
a  person,  under  such  exceptional  circum- 
stances, to  so  estimable  a  mortal  as  his  wife  ? 
In  a  moment,  the  bell  still  vibrating,  he 
lives  through  situations  intensely  dramatic. 
Mrs  Riddle  is  woman,  and  this  Immortal, 
calling  itself  feminine,  is  not  costumed  ; 
and  even  to  his  mind,  singularly  incurious 
as  to  such  matters,  it  is  clear  that  feathers 
emitting  luminous  rays  cannot  be  considered 
''  clothes."  As  a  scientific  man  the  emission 
of  light  by  radio-action  is  one  thing ; 
as  the  husband  of  Mrs  Riddle  the  duty 
of  making  a  sufficient  explanation  is  an- 
other. His  domestic  side  is  uppermost 
now. 

''  A  scientific  friend,"  says  the  doctor, 
replacing  his  skull  cap,  but  he  seems  un- 
certain what  to  say  through  the  tube  which 
he  holds  in  his  fingers.  Ma-Mylitta*s 
plumes  absorb  all  his  attention.  He  knows 
his  servant  below  waits  for  instructions 
and  his  mind  refuses  to  act.  He  can  neither 
say  ''  send  him  up,"  nor  ''  engaged." 

Ma-Mylitta  comes  to  his  aid. 
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''I  will  be  invisible/'  says  she,  disappear- 
ing. 

•        .      •  •  •  •  • 

Professor  Fonblanque  is  full  of  the  subject, 
of  the  evening  paper  reports,  of  '*  inter- 
views ''  with  the  unhappy  police  constable, 
who  has  come  to  the  conclusion  that  he  has 
seen  a  heavenly  vision  and  intends  quitting 
the  force  for  the  Salvation  Army,  and  of 
the  excited  groups  of  men  and  women  in 
the  open  spaces,  in  the  streets,  on  the 
bridges,  gazing  intently  upwards  in  the 
expectation  of  seeing  some  new  thing  in 
the  sky. 

''  I  heard,  as  I  came  along,  that  some- 
thing unusual  crossed  St  James's  Park  in 
this  direction,"  says  the  professor. 

*'  And  what  is  the  hope  or  the  expectation 
of  the  man-in-the-street  ?  "  asks  the  doctor. 

''  More  dread  than  hope,  I  should  say. 
Unaccountable  appearances  in  the  air  fill 
people  with  alarm.  If  it  were  only  given 
to  man  to  see  the  invisible — '' 

*'  The  old  argument,*'  says  the  doctor, 
impatiently,   who  has  only  just  seen  the 
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invisible.  He,  the  champion  of  matter  ! 
He  is  fearful  lest  the  invisible  may  re-appear 
now,  and  so  adds,  ''  If  all  the  planets  in  all 
the  spheres  are  known  to  be  filled  with 
spirits,  yet  will  I  say  that  the  basis  of  man's 
life  is  physical.  Everything  points  to  it, 
and  we  are  so  near  to  demonstration  that  I 
sometimes  tremble  at  the  thought  of  missing 
it.     The  simplicity  of  it,  when  found  !  " 

'*  Yes,  the  simplicity  of  the  greatest 
thing  is  greatest.  There  is  something  very 
simple  about  this  story  of  an  aerial  body 
producing  luminous  rays.  I  see  nothing 
impossible  about  it.  Why  should  not  the 
inhabitants  of  another  planet  be  composed 
of  cells,  radio-active,  and  lighter  than 
ether  ?  '' 

"  And  then  ?  " 

''  Luminosity  be  generated  by  the  mere 
flapping  of  wings,  as  we  produce  fire  by 
friction.'* 

''  Your  supposed  inhabitant  of  a  supposed 
planet  would  certainly  have  a  singular 
constitution.  What  does  the  spectrum 
say  ?  " 
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*'  That  there  is  a  world  of  mystery  around 
us.  What  did  it  say  of  argon,  what  of 
radium  ?  Every  new  discovery  leads  to 
new  mystery.  Is  there  not  tradition  in  all 
lands  of  the  existence  in  ancient  days  oi 
celestial  beings  with  singular  constitutions  ? 
What  is  tradition  but  human  experience 
preserved  ?  Except  a  few,  the  whole  world 
to-day  believes  in  the  unseen.*' 

''  And  immortal  ?  '' 

''  And  why  not  ?  '' 

*'  I  take  it/'  says  Dr  Riddle,  quietly, 
''  that  one  day  your  radio-active  cells  will 
become  exhausted,  and  then  what  becomes 
of  your  Immortals  ?  " 

*'  Surely  no  such  necessity  exists,''  says 
the  professor,  who  knows  the  doctor  is 
most  dangerous  when  in  this  mood.  **  Why 
should  not  radio-active  cells  be  renewed  for 
ever  ?  Something  takes  a  little  nitrogen 
from  our  atmosphere  in  the  night,  and, 
miracle  of  miracles,  a  mushroom  is  born. 
Why  should  not  a  higher  organism  in 
another  planet  take  from  its  own  atmo- 
sphere just  so  much  of  the  something  re- 
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quired  to  repair  waste,  and  so  life  go  on  for 
ever  ? '' 

"  What  happens,  or  may  happen,  in  your 
celestial  regions,  of  course,  I  do  not  know  ; 
but  what  would  you  say,  Fonblanque, 
would  happen  to  one  of  your  radio-active 
celestials  rash  enough  to  come  to  Earth  ? 
Our  atmosphere  is  not,  I  believe,  composed 
for  the  support  of  Immortals,  but  of  man 
and  mushrooms/' 

Is  Dr  Riddle  deceived,  or  is  there  really 
a  movement  in  the  air  near  him  ?  Is  his 
mysterious  visitor  interested  in  the  very 
plain  question  which  may  be  all-important 
to  her  ?  If  she  cannot  re-charge  exhausted 
cells  here  below  then  she  may  be  earthbound. 
Perhaps  this  was  the  reason  why  the  Im- 
mortals of  old  never  returned  to  Muran, 
but  sunk  cold  and  lifeless  in  the  arms  of  the 
fair  daughters  of  men. 

**  Ah  !  ''  says  the  professor,  rising,  ''  I 
have  no  knowledge  of  what  might  happen  ; 
but  I  think  that  when  the  world  was  young 
the  gods  were  nearer  to  man  than  they  are 
now  •  when  they 'were  common  and  beauti- 
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ful  everywhere  with  the  commonness  and 
beauty  of  sunUght  and  wind/' 

The  professor  is  animated  now,  and  there 
springs  into  his  face  something  of  the  tone 
beauty  of  his  subject. 

*'  Can  you  doubt  it  ?  ''  he  asks  with  ani- 
mation. '*  I  know  you  truly  despise  much 
that  to  me  is  real,  and  I  cannot  even  tell 
you  why  my  soul  at  times  is  full  of  har- 
monies which  I  cannot  translate  into  song 
or  words.  And  yet,  Riddle,  believe  me,  I 
would  not  be  without  them.'' 

Dr  Riddle  points  towards  his  microscope. 
It  is  an  old  habit  of  his  to  remind  the 
professor  that  he  is  getting  into  cloudland  ; 
all  very  fine,  perhaps,  but  cloudland. 

*'  Oh,  yes,  I  know,"  says  the  professor, 
flushing  slightly  at  being  brought  down 
suddenly.  *'  Oh,  yes,  I  know,  the  sign  and 
symbol  of  the  age — practical  demonstration. 
Your  lens  is  an  added  power  to  the  eye,  and 
may  be  improved  on  again  and  again  until 
the  inmost  secret  of  Nature's  mechanism 
is  revealed  ;  and  then  you  will  be  as  far 
away  as  ever  from  the  secret  of  the  voices 
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and  forms  which  dwelt  with  man  in  the  days 
of  old.  How  did  man  discover  that  he  has 
a  soul  ?  '*  asks  the  professor,  suddenly. 

*'  Has  not  the  discovery  yet  to  be  made  ?  " 
replies  the  doctor,  coldly.  '*  Plenty  of  as- 
sumption and  no  proof.  Let  me  but  once 
get  the  evidence  under  that  glass  !  Let  us 
be  honest  to  ourselves.  Is  not  the  soul,  as 
popularly  understood,  the  product  of  human 
vanity  and  reason  ?  On  the  whole,  per- 
haps, men  and  women  are  none  the  worse 
for  fancying  there  is  something  inside  of 
them  which  may  one  day  be  turned  to  good 
account  elsewhere.  I  don't  know  where," 
adds  he,  smiling  ;  ''  but,  speaking  from  my 
own  limited  observation,  I  think  that  belief 
in  a  soul  is  looked  on  as  a  bit  of  a  nuisance, 
and  that  most  people  would  be  more  com- 
fortable without  the  behef,  if  not  without 
the  thing." 

*'  No,  no,  a  thousand  times  no,  doctor. 
The  soul  in  man  is  real,  and  so  unlike  every- 
thing else  that  only  man  with  a  soul  could 
have  invented  it.  The  conception  almost 
proves  the  existence  of  the  thing." 
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Surely  the  doctor  feels  a  current,  a  move- 
ment, a  something  in  the  air.  He  turns  his 
head  quickly,  but  sees  nothing. 

*'  Then  you  think,  Fonblanque,  there 
may  be  something  worthy  of  serious  in- 
vestigation in  this  aerial  phenomenon  ?  " 

'*  I  would  give  much  to  witness  it  under 
favourable  conditions.  It  is  not  impossible 
that  some  ingenious  person  has  been  able 
to  produce  an  appearance  popularly  as- 
cribed to  angelic  beings.  If  it  is  a  trick  it 
can  be  repeated  at  will,  and  the  shops  will 
be  flooded  with  new  scientific  toys.'' 

''  Then  you  would  like  to  see  this  pheno- 
menon face  to  face  ?  *' 

"  Greatly." 

The  doctor  pauses  as  with  set  intent  to 
give  the  Immortal  an  opportunity  to  become 
visible.  The  chance  was  favourable.  They 
were  alone.  Professor  Fonblanque  was  so 
touched  with  mysticism  as  to  be  willing  to 
believe  in  Murani  Immortals,  whilst  he,  less 
impressionable,  would  act  as  check  and  so 
reduce  the  chance  of  imposture.  Then 
Fonblanque  might  be  willing  to  help  the 
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stranger  in  her  quest.  He  pauses,  but  there 
is  no  sign,  and  the  professor  departs. 

The  spring  lock  snaps,  and  once  more  the 
doctor  is  alone.  He  waits  for  some  mani- 
festation, but  there  is  none,  and  then  a 
feeling  of  irritation  passes  over  him.  Has 
he,  after  all,  been  the  subject  of  delusion  ? 
He  pulls  himself  together  and  speaks  dis- 
tinctly towards  the  spot  where  the  appear- 
ance stood  when  it  became  visible.  No 
voice,  no  sign.  Then  his  pride  is  in  revolt 
as  the  idea  of  being  mocked  occurs  to  him. 
The  doctor  has  been  seriously  interrupted, 
the  electricity  has  run  off  the  wires,  and 
there  is  no  more  work  for  him  to-night. 

The  light  is  switched  off. 


CHAPTER  VII 

Professor  Fonblanque  walks  rapidly 
towards  Westminster  Bridge,  Big  Ben  strik- 
ing eleven  without  a  tremor,  in  seeming  re- 
buke to  the  excited  people  in  the  streets 
within  sound  of  its  slow,  sonorous  strokes. 
The  crowd  is  apparently  determined  to 
remain  in  the  open  until  midnight,  for  it  is 
always  at  midnight  in  the  popular  imagina- 
tion that  something  happens — midnight, 
the  world's  new  birth,  the  miracle  of  another 
day.  Tired  and  jaded  and  half  asleep, 
crowds  weary  already  with  the  struggle  for 
bare  existence,  cannot  seek  repose  until  the 
last  stroke  of  midnight  booms  and  the  first 
dew-drops  of  the  new  day  fall  cool  upon 
their  fevered,  upturned  faces.  And  then, 
if  nothing  happens,  there  will  be  nothing 
for  them  to  do  but  to  sleep  and  wake  again, 
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to  toil  and  moil,  to  fret  and  suffer,  to  curse 
and  die  under  the  crushing  wheels  of  a 
civilisation  pitiless  and  brutal. 

The  professor  is  also  in  a  waiting  mood, 
leans  upon  the  parapet  in  the  centre  of  the 
bridge,  and  marks  the  broken  shadows  in 
the  dark  and  silent  waters  of  the  two  vast 
piles  in  which  life  flows  and  ebbs.     On  the 
right,  the  representatives  of  the  people  in 
the  House  of  Commons  are  at  fever  heat, 
the  great  chamber  ringing  with  cheers  and 
counter-cheers  as  the  ''  tellers ''  announce 
the  figures  of  a  division  which,  it  is  hoped, 
will  shape  the  destinies  of  a  Government. 
What  full- voiced  passion  there,  could  one 
but  hear  it !     And  then,  on  the  other  side, 
the  steady  burning  lights  in  wards  of  wake- 
ful suffering — and  now  a  light  extinguished, 
as  though  one  more  weary  soul,  enfran- 
chised by  pain,  has  taken  wing.     He  looks 
upward,  as  though  in  expectation  of  seeing 
a  shaft  of  light  move  heavenward,  but  there 
is  no  sign  of  release  and  joy  ;  only  he  knows 
all  that  is  taking  place  amongst  the  silent 
nurses  drawing  white  sheets  over  upturned 
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faces.  Strange  contrast  for  the  watcher 
solitary  in  a  restless  crowd  ;  the  passionate 
lust  of  political  strife  on  the  one  side,  and 
the  last  sigh  escaping  from  the  other  ;  and 
between  but  a  narrow  stream  reflecting 
vain,  distorted  shadows,  the  image  of  life 
without  passion  and  intensity. 

Midnight  sounds,  and  the  professor  turns 
his  shoulders  to  the  stone  coping  and 
watches  the  crowds  break  up  and  rush  past, 
some  jeering  and  mocking  at  their  own 
credulity  and  at  their  companions  for  their 
idle  fears  ;  and  some  cursing  and  sad  that 
a  sign  has  not  come  for  the  eternal  ruin  of 
a  world  to  which  they  have  no  title  but  an 
over  share  of  misery. 

Cabs  rattle  out  of  Palace  Yard  as  he  turns 
up  Parliament  Street  and  walks  towards 
Grosvenor  Square,  thinking,  as  he  walks, 
what  would  be  the  effect  upon  the  world 
if  the  glorious  mysteries  of  the  unseen  were 
made  visible  to  human  eyes.  And  he  has 
no  knowledge  that  by  his  side,  silent  and 
invisible,  is  Ma-Mylitta,  the  Immortal  from 
Muran. 


(( 
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Professor     Fonblanque     goes     into     his 
den ''  and  lights  a  cigar. 


''  Will  it  distress  you  if  I  reveal  my- 
self ?  " 

The  soft,  sweet  voice  scarce  disturbs  him. 
It  may  be  an  inward  harmony.  The  pro- 
fessor turns  his  head  mechanically. 

''  You  told  Dr  Riddle  you  would  like  to 
see  me  face  to  face,  and  I  am  here.'' 

The  name  recalls  the  conversation  ;  but 
still  he  looks  into  nothingness. 

"  I  was  in  Dr  Riddle's  study  and  left 
with  you,  and  have  been  with  you  since, 
and  if  you  will  welcome  an  Immortal  I  will 
show  myself.     I  am  very  lonely." 

The  professor  is  strangely  moved,  and 
says,  ''  Reveal  yourself,  and  welcome." 

Then  Ma-Mylitta  stands  before  him,  and 
as  he  looks  into  the  deep,  unfathomable 
eyes  his  soul  is  filled  with  reverence. 

The  morning  rays  find  them  talking  of 
mystery  upon  mystery. 

''  I  will  give  you  every  assistance  in  my 
power,"  says  the  professor. 

E 
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*'  And  clothe  me  ?  " 
''  Certainly/' 
*'  And  get  me  a  hat  ?  '* 
''  Most    assuredly,    if    there    is    one    in 
Europe." 


CHAPTER  VIII 

*'  A  MOST  remarkable  story,  and  don't  you 
think  the  house  would  be  mobbed  if  I  were  to 
offer  asylum  to  so  singular  a  being  ?  "  asks 
Lady  Gerard  of  Professor  Fonblanque. 

The  interview  has  already  been  a  long 
one,  and  the  professor  is  not  yet  certain  that 
he  can  gain  consent  to  his  strange  request 
to  domicile  for  a  short  time  an  Immortal  one 
hundred  and  forty  millions  of  miles  from 
home,  and  wanting  clothes  and  a  hat. 

"  So  far  from  home,  without  luggage  or 
visible  means  of  subsistence ;  a  sort  of 
wandering  vagabond  on  a  large  scale,''  says 
her  ladyship  with  a  play  of  good-humour 
aiound  her  mouth,  which  the  professor 
interprets  as  the  first  sign  of  ultimate 
surrender. 

*'  Immortals  on  Earth  always  seem  to 

have  been  pretty  destitute  on  their  arrival, 
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but  those  who  entertained  them  found 
their  reward/'  says  the  professor. 

''  You  must  hunt  up  some  suitable  texts 
for  the  conversion  of  Sir  John,  even  if  I 
consent/' 

'*  ril  find  the  texts  if  your  ladyship  will 
point  the  moral/' 

"  What  moral  ?  " 

"  That  when  we  arrive  in  another  sphere 
we  shall  be  without  luggage,  and  as  destitute 
as  this  stranger,  and  Sir  John  may  find  his 
account  in  another  world  by  being  hospit- 
able in  this."  The  professor  becomes  seri- 
ous again.  ''  After  all/'  says  he,  ''  I  scarcely 
know  what  I  am  asking,  for  I  can  hardly 
ask  for  '  protection '  for  a  being  which 
becomes  invisible  at  will,  neither  eats  nor 
drinks,  can  wing  its  way  through  the  air 
from  continent  to  continent,  and  transfer 
itself  from  planet  to  planet  with  the  rapidity 
of  thought.  You  know.  Lady  Gerard, 
that,  in  its  conventional  sense,  I  have  no 
home,  and  that  I  may  not  entertain  even 
a  sexless  Immortal  who  says  that  in  the 
scale  of  being  to  which  it  belongs  it  bears 
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a  feminine  appellative.  Had  this  stranger 
but  called  itself  masculine  the  case  would 
have  been  different,  and  I  should  not  be 
here  now  asking  your  ladyship  to  afford 
nominal  protection  to  a  celestial  visitant/' 

''  The  protection  is  only  nominal,  you 
say." 

*'  Quite  nominal.  This  Immortal  comes 
from  another  planet  for  the  purpose  of 
research  ;  and  if  not  altogether  successful, 
the  purpose  may  not  be  so  certain  to  mis- 
carry if  someone  (your  ladyship  for  instance) 
takes  her  in  charge,  shows  her  what  she 
wishes  to  see,  and  tells  her  what  she  wishes 
to  know.'' 

''  What  is  it  this  Immortal  particularly 
wants  to  know  ?  "  asks  her  ladyship. 

The  professor  flushes.  Translated  into 
words  the  motive  is  romantic  and,  coldly 
received,  may  sound  ridiculous.  Her  lady- 
ship's homely  face  lights  up  with  curiosity, 
and  she  adds,  ''  Why,  professor,  I  believe 
there  must  be  love  in  it." 

''  Your  ladyship  is  right.  Once  upon  a 
time,  it  seems,  some  Immortals  from  the 
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planet  Muran  came  to  Earth  and  were 
captured  by  the  fair  daughters  of  men.  As 
the  Immortals  have  been  missing  ever 
since,  and  there  is  a  sort  of  hiatus  in  the 
Chronicles  of  Muran,  the  desire  has  sprung 
up  to  know  for  certain  what  became  of  the 
adventurers,  and  what  motive  there  can 
have  been  sufficiently  strong  to  induce 
them  to  forfeit  their  high  estate  in  the  scale 
of  created  existence/* 

"  The  Immortals  fell  in  love  with  the 
women  ?  '' 

''  That's  the  story/' 

"  But  all  this  happened  a  long  time  ago." 

''  Five  thousand  years." 

Lady  Gerard  is  decidedly  interested.  A 
love  story  in  mummy  cloths  five  thousand 
years  old  is  still  a  love  story  for  a  woman. 
But  her  ladyship  has  many  things  to  think 
about,  and  she  shows  the  professor  her 
practical  side  once  again. 

''  But  the  clothes.  What  does  an  in- 
visible want  with  clothes  ?  " 

*'  Nothing,  when  invisible ;  but  this 
strange  being  becomes  visible  or  invisible 
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at  will.  It  is  a  strange  power,  but  I  assure 
you,  you  soon  get  accustomed  to  the 
phenomenon/' 

^'  But  when  visible  !  There's  the  rub, 
professor.  What  did  you  say  ?  Plain 
white  feathers  with  scarlet  rings  over  each 
breast,  and  a  certain  mystical  sheen  over 
all,  Uke  the  flashing  lights  on  flowers.  And 
then  the  radium,  or  something  of  that 
sort ;  a  luminous  gas  turned  on  and  off 
at  will,  just  as  we  turn  on  and  off  electric 
lights." 

''  A  most  brilliant  and  unaccountable 
phenomenon.'' 

"  But  shockingly  improper,  admit  that, 
professor." 

"  I  cannot.  The  idea  of  impropriety 
does  not  attach  to  the  ethereal." 

''  And  angelic." 

'*  Better  still,  and  even  more  exalted." 

'*  I  will  remember  that  for  the  benefit  of 
Sir  John,"  says  her  ladyship,  who  is  almost 
won  over  by  the  phrase  and  the  pleading 
of  the  professor,  who  talks  scientific  mysti- 
cism for  a  little  while  longer,  and  then  plays 
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upon  her  womanly  sympathies,  curiosity 
and  vanity,  until  she  consents  to  extend  to 
Ma-Mylitta,  the  Immortal  from  Muran,  all 
the  protection  in  her  power.  It  will  be 
for  a  short  time — only  thirty  days  now, 
the  professor  understands,  and  the  Immortal 
must  return  ;  so  much  time  has  been  spent 
already  in  the  mysterious  East  and  else- 
where. It  is,  however,  understood  between 
them  that  if  Sir  John  becomes  too  disagree- 
able, or  if  Society  professes  itself  shocked 
and  scandalised,  or  if  the  unexpected 
happen  in  some  shape,  form  or  guise  dis- 
pleasing to  her  ladyship,  then  the  Immortal 
is  to  be  requested  to  vanish  instantly,  and 
no  reflection  is  to  be  cast,  at  any  time,  upon 
her  ladyship's  hospitality,  or  want  of  it. 
It  is  further  stipulated  that  Professor 
Fonblanque  shall  undertake  to  satisfy  the 
scientists  that  the  Immortal  is  genuine,  and 
persuade  her  to  submit  to  such  interviews, 
tests  and  examinations  as  the  scientists  are 
prepared  on  short  notice  to  make.  If  there 
is  any  deception  practised  and  discovered, 
then  the  professor  is  to  receive  all  the  blame, 
and  make  no  complaint. 


CHAPTER  IX 

Sir  John  Gerard  tips  his  hat  over  his  eyes 
and  frowns,  and  then  cocks  it  at  an  angle 
and  puts  his  thumbs  into  the  armholes  of 
his  vest,  and  looks  wicked ;  but  her  lady- 
ship has  her  own  way,  although  he  declares 
with  fine  emphasis  that  he'll  pair  for  the 
remainder  of  the  session  and  go — .  Sir 
John  is  a  little  hazy,  as  usual,  in  long- 
distance geography,  and  her  ladyship  knows 
that  he'll  only  have  an  extra  rubber  or  two 
in  Piccadilly  or  the  Mall  after  the  House  is 
up. 

If  the  invisible  chooses  to  come  into  his 
house  through  keyholes  or  windows,  how 
the  deuce  can  he  help  it  ?  he  asks  himself 
as  soon  as  he's  alone  ;  and  then  he  becomes 
curious  (and  the  curiosity  grows  on  him) 
as  to  what  sort  of  an  animal  this  celestial 
alien  will  turn  out  to  be.  And  as  he  walks 
through    the    Park    briskly    he    rehearses 
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replies  to  imaginary  questions  which  will 
surely  be  put  to  him  at  the  House,  and 
elsewhere,  when  it  gets  known  that  Lady 
Gerard  has  taken  the  stranger  metaphoric- 
ally under  her  wing. 

Lady  Gerard's  interest  in  Ma-Mylitta 
increases  with  Sir  John's  apparent  dislike 
to  the  proposal,  which  is  a  matter  of  course, 
the  few  tastes  which  the  worthy  baronet 
and  his  lady  have  in  common  being  of  the 
neutral  kind  which  make  for  comfort ;  but 
what  one  likes  with  passionate  insistence, 
the  other,  as  a  rule,  as  passionately  detests. 

Professor  Fonblanque  has  gained  my 
lady's  sympathies,  and  she  is  now  secretly 
longing  for  the  opportunity  to  surprise 
Society  with  an  Immortal  from  Muran  in 
flowing  garments  —  something  Japanese 
suggests  itself.  And  the  hat  !  Bond  Street 
will  provide  that ;  only  one  angel  more  to 
cover,  says  my  lady,  good-naturedly  beam- 
ing upon  Mrs  Balmayn,  now  slowly  recover- 
ing from  her  dread  that  the  world  may  not 
last  long  enough  to  exhaust  the  joys  of  her 
honeymoon.     For  the  present  the  Immortal 
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is  to  remain  in  her  ladyship's  pleasant 
"  retreat ''  with  a  light  robe  thrown  over 
her,  and  the  household  is  induced  to  become 
familiar  with  the  stranger's  presence. 

''  You  can't  think  what  a  fearful  fright 
you  gave  us  poormortals/'  says  her  ladyship. 
''  I  really  think  more  people  wanted  to  say 
their  prayers  when  they  heard  of  your 
arrival  than  have  been  that  way  inclined 
for  a  long  time." 

''  And  why  ?  " 

**  Oh,  nothing  angelic  ever  comes  on 
Earth,  you  know,  and  we  are  easily  fright- 
ened when  we  think  of  our  sins.  Some 
of  the  women  even  took  their  husbands 
into  confidence,  and  in  their  terror  actually 
told  them  the  truth  and  begged  forgiveness. 
There'll  be  scandal  in  high  places  by-and-by. 
Sir  John  says  the  lawyers  are  busy,  only 
they  say  the  truth  isn't  the  truth  when 
told  under  terror,  which  is  very  convenient." 

''  I  want  to  know  something  of  Man," 
says  Ma-Mylitta,  now  doubting  whether 
her  much-discussed  ''  speculations  "  were, 
after  all,  worth  publishing. 
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"  Man  is  an  animal  with  vices,  mostly 
home-made,  and  the  man  who  travels 
generally  possesses  the  most  varied  selec- 
tion. He  begins  well,  but  ends  badly ; 
but,  with  all  his  faults,  he's  useful.  Mr 
Balmayn  is  in  the  first  stage,  and  Sir  John 
is  in  the  second.'' 

Mrs  Balmayn  flushes. 

''  I  speak  from  experience,  my  dear.  I 
once  thought  as  you  think  now,"  says  her 
ladyship,  sorry  already  for  having  been  so 
frank  in  the  presence  of  a  bride. 

The  Immortal  takes  no  apparent  notice 
of  the  by-play,  but  pursues  the  object  of 
her  inquiry. 

''  Have  you  any  men  with  wings  like 
mine  ?  " 

''  Wings !  "  exclaims  her  ladyship. 
'^  Men  have  a  natural  antipathy  to  wings, 
for  whatever  flies  they  shoot.  Only  show 
a  man  something  with  wings  and  the 
passion  for  destruction  comes  upon  him. 
If  it  were  not  for  '  close  seasons  '  nothing 
with  wings  would  now  fly  in  the 
heavens." 
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''  And  that  is  Man/'  says  the  Immortal, 
turning  her  grand,  deep-set  eyes  towards 
Mrs  Balmayn. 

*'  Lady  Gerard  speaks  but  of  some  ;  and 
there  are  others  so  kind,  so  noble,  so — so, 
I  do  not  know  what/' 

"  You  will  in  time,  my  dear.  We  old 
hands  know  the  stages  of  man — from  good 
to  bad,  and  from  bad  to  worse.  Sir  John 
has  gone  through  his  stages  like  the  rest. 
He's  in  the  House  of  Commons  now,  and 
will  soon  be  ripe  for  repentance,  unless  the 
desire  comes  too  late." 

Lady  Gerard  gives  her  customary  sniff 
when  referring  to  her  husband's  connection 
with  the  House  of  Commons.  The  more 
Sir  John  delights  in  being  at  the  House  the 
more  her  ladyship  inclines  to  sniff  when  his 
connection  with  it  is  mentioned.  Her  lady- 
ship gives  great  offence  sometimes,  but  the 
sniff  comforts  her. 

''  I  want  to  find  the  exiles  from  Muran, 
or  some  trace  of  them  (their  descendants, 
perhaps),  and  learn  what  has  happened,  and 
write  it  in  a  book  for  Ha-Sabat  to  add  to 
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his  Chronicles.  That  is  my  mission,  and 
can  you  help  me  ?  '' 

''  I  never  heard  of  the  existence  of  winged 
men  outside  of  poetry ;  and  the  race,  if 
ever  there  was  one,  must  have  become 
extinct  ages  ago.  I  am  afraid  your  journey 
is  in  vain,  and  you'll  have  but  your  labour 
for  your  pains,"  says  her  ladyship,  with  a 
look  of  genuine  compassion. 

*'  Tell  me,  what  was  there  on  Earth  to 
induce  Immortals  to  slough  off  their  im- 
mortality and  die  amongst  the  earth-born  ? '' 

''  They  made  love  to  the  fair  daughters 
of  men,  and  that,  I  suppose,  was  fatal. 
Probably  it  would  be  now,  if  they  had  any- 
thing to  lose.  And  I  suppose  girls  are  no 
worse  now  than  formerly.  Some  people 
think  they  are  better.'' 

"  Tell  me  truly,  what  is  Woman  ?  " 

''  In  a  word  :  A  woman  is  very,  very 
good  when  no  one  is  looking." 

Her  ladyship  laughs  pleasantly,  and  Ma- 
Mylitta  is  not  satisfied.  ''  I  want  to  know  ; 
it  is  my  mission,"  says  she. 

"  Well,  they  are  good  enough  when  no 
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man  is  about.  Ask  Mrs  Balmayn,  she  is 
the  younger." 

''  Woman  is  at  her  best  with  the  man  she 
loves — woman  is  love/'  says  the  young 
bride,  blushing. 

"  Love/*  repeats  the  Immortal,  addressing 
Lady  Gerard ;  and  then  she  asks,  ''  What 
is  love  ?  '' 

"  A  sort  of  nerve  disease  which  begins 
with  kissing  in  this  country  ;  in  some  places 
I  have  heard  that  rubbing  noses  together 
does  just  as  well.  There  is  no  certain  rule 
with  us.  Sometimes  a  young  man  knocks 
a  young  woman  on  the  head,  and  she  loves 
him  ;  and  sometimes  a  young  woman  snubs 
a  young  man,  and  he  loves  her.  In  the 
present  day  money  is  the  great  charm ;  and 
a  young  man  wanting  it  is  sure  to  love  a 
young  woman  who  has  got  it,  and  he'll 
continue  in  love  until  he  gets  it.  It's  a 
sort  of  sickness  amongst  women." 

''  '  The  sons  of  God  saw  the  daughters  of 
men  that  they  were  fair,  and  they  took 
wives  of  them,'  what  does  that  mean  to 
you 


?  » 


8o  A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM 

*'  Just  what  it  says.  But  I  daresay  the 
silly  Immortals  repented/' 

''  Were  the  daughters  of  men  then  so  fair 
that  Immortals  allowed  their  wings  to 
droop,  and  then  to  die  for  the  love  of  them  ? 
There  must  be  some  strange,  mysterious 
charm  in  that  you  call  '  love '  to  account 
for  so  great  a  sacrifice.     What  is  it  ?  '* 

Lady  Gerard  looks  into  the  eyes  of  her 
mysterious  visitor  and  is  awed  by  their 
calm  intensity.  The  grandeur  of  those 
eyes  which  fascinate  and  seem  to  engulf 
one  in  unfathomable  depths  !  The  loose 
cambric  gown  is  agitated  by  fluttering 
wings,  and  suddenly  a  radiant  glory  sur- 
rounds the  splendid  head. 

''  You  will  betray  yourself  unconsciously 
wherever  you  may  be  if  you  surround  your- 
self with  halos,''  says  her  ladyship  by  way 
of  timely  monition. 

''It  is  too  angelic,''  says  Mrs  Balmayn, 
with  clasped  hands. 

''  I  must  remember  and  not  transgress, 
but  it  is  so  natural  for  a  Murani  to  move  in 
a  field  of  glory  that  I  cannot  understand 
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an  Immortal  surrendering  the  privilege  for 
love  of  earth-born  daughters/' 

"Have  you  then  no  love  in  Muran?'' 
suddenly  exclaims  Mrs  Balmayn.  ''  Have 
you  no  love,  no  sympathy,  no  need  for 
self-sacrifice  ?  " 

''  We  neither  marry,  nor  are  given  in 
marriage.  In  Muran  we  live,''  replies  Ma- 
Mylitta,  grandly. 

Mrs  Balmayn  has  lost  her  fear  now,  and 
her  heart  speaks. 

\  ''  Life  without  love  !  "  says  she.  *'  Then 
give  me  life  with  love,  and  suffering,  and 
death.  My  heart  tells  me  what  you  want 
to  know.  Your  Immortals  wooed  the  fair 
daughters  of  men  and  loved  them,  and 
would  not  forsake  them.  Could  they  ?  It 
would  be  unworthy  of  Immortals  when 
even  mortal  men  would  die  for  love.  Oh, 
you  Immortals,  but  you  have  much  to 
learn." 

*'  All  in  good  time,  but  the  costumes  are 
on  the  way,''  says  her  ladyship,  noting  the 
excitement  of  the  speaker. 
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"  And  the  hats  !  I'm  so  curious  about 
the  hats/'  says  Ma-Mylitta. 

''  If  you  are  *  curious/ ''  says  Lady 
Gerard,  smiUng,  ''  I  shall  begin  to  believe 
that  there  is  something  of  Earth  in  you 
after  all,  and  if  you  once  take  to  dress  I  shall 
be  sure  of  it.  We  are  taught  to  believe 
that  Adam  and  Eve  hadn't  feathers  even." 

''  What  was  the  first  idea  of  clothes  ?  '' 
asks  Ma-Myhtta. 

''  A  sort  of  covering,  I  suppose,''  replies 
her  ladyship,  amused  at  Mrs  Balmayn's 
hasty  retreat  from  the  room.  ''  Being 
covered  and  being  *  dressed '  are  very 
different  things." 

*'  Now  I  shall  learn  something,"  says 
Ma-Myhtta. 

''  Public  opinion,  that  is  the  law,  requires 
you  to  be  clothed  ;  fashion  requires  you  to 
be  dressed.  Dressing  is  an  art,  the  only  art 
that  some  women  study." 

''  And  men  ?  " 

''  Oh,  they  have  lost  the  art  entirely. 
Look  at  Sir  John  !  And  he's  not  much 
behind  the  rest.     But  with  women  it  is  an 
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art  carried  at  times  to  perfection.  Being 
the  weaker,  women  find  in  dress  the  most 
splendid  allurements,  snares  and  nets, 
weapons  offensive  and  defensive,  against 
man,  the  stronger.  Ah,  you  must  see  a 
clever  little  woman  well  dressed  play 
the  big,  strong  man  she  has  determined  on 
capturing.  Without  dress  she  would  be 
nothing.  It  is  strength  and  it  is  weakness, 
for  I  do  not  believe  that  women  really  enjoy 
their  pet  sins  unless  they  feel  they  are 
dressed  to  their  liking.  You  will  never 
guess  the  effect  of  costume  upon  lives,'' 
says  her  ladyship. 

''  In  Muran  one  of  the  attractions  of 
existence,  I  already  see,  is  wanting.  Our 
feathers  are  to  fly  with,''  says  Ma-Mylitta, 
smiling. 

''  Too  tame  for  us  poor  mortals.  We 
want  some  compensation  for  living,  and  life 
is  very  sweet  in  the  latest  thing  in  hats. 
You  innocent  Immortals  do  not  know  the 
luxury  of  sinning  in  a  hat  that's  chic." 

''  No ;  a  little  radium  and  there  is  a  glory 
round  the  head,  and  that  sufficeth." 
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'*  So  you  know  nothing  of  the  effect  of 
dress  on  temper  and  temperament  ?  '' 

''  Not  yet." 

''  Well  then/'  says  her  ladyship,  ''  an 
ill-fitting  garment  is  very  trying  to  the 
temper,  and  I  never  knew  a  woman  too 
old  to  be  provoked  by  it.  And  when  a 
woman  is  so  provoked  she  is  usually  very — *' 

She  pauses  a  little  and  searches  for  the 
right  word,  but  is  seemingly  baffled,  for 
she  continues, — 

''  I  really  think  the  word  has  to  be  in- 
vented to  state  precisely  what  she  is. 
When  a  woman  thinks  herself  badly  dressed 
she  takes  a  lot  of  tempting  before  shocking 
anybody ;  but  when  she  fancies  herself, 
the  difficulty  is  to  keep  on  the  right  side  of 
the  line." 

'*  Then  the  influence  of  dress  on  mortals 
is  moral,"  began  Ma-Mylitta. 

*'  Or  immoral,  my  dear.  Only  let  a  man 
say,  '  You  look  adorable  in  that  hat,'  and 
the  woman  is  in  the  seventh  heaven.  How 
many  little  fools  I  have  known  !  " 

'*  And  every  woman  knows — " 
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"  Knows  that  every  other  woman  may 
make  a  fool  of  herself  when  the  dainty  little 
shoes  are  praised  and  her  dainty  chiffons 
are  worshipped.  The  fit  of  a  dress  tries 
the  temper,  the  adoration  of  trimmings 
tries  the  morals.  You  will  have  to  work 
it  out  in  your  own  way  when  you  return.'' 

''  But  the  difficulty  will  be  to  make  the 
Immortals  understand  that  so  gifted  a  race 
can  be  influenced  by  the  mere  fit  and  colour 
of  a  garment.'' 

''  You  should  smuggle  a  few  Society 
papers  into  Muran  and  then  they  will  learn 
how  '  Mrs  Fascination  smiled  sweetly  and 
in  spite  of  the  cold  east  wind  wore  her 
favourite  blue;  whilst  Lady  Sprightly  was 
seen  walking  with  her  usual  grace  gowned 
in  pink  and  wearing  a  bewitching  toque.' 
You  see,  Mrs  Fascination  does  not  mind 
catching  cold,  death  perhaps,  as  long  as 
she  can  look  well  to  someone  in  her  favourite 
blue  ;  and  Lady  Sprightly  is  all  the  more 
graceful  because  she  has  a  bewitching  toque 
— something  wickedly  coquettish — on  her 
head.    The  Society  papers  would  soon  teach 
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the  Murani  some  of  the  advantages  of  the 
higher  education  in  dress." 

''  There  are  many  things  I  would  like  to 
take  back  with  me,  but  as  I  came  so  I  must 
return,  only  I  shall  remember." 

*'  Sir  John,  my  dear,  professes  to  be  quite 
charmed  with  what  he  calls  the  '  divine 
simplicity  of  feathers,'  but  I  know  he  picked 
up  the  phrase  somewhere,  it's  so  unlike  him. 
The  sweet  simplicity  of  having  no  milliner's 
bills  to  pay  is  what  really  charms  most  men, 
after  a  little  experience." 

Then  the  artistes  arrive  and  the  consulta- 
tion is  long  and  serious,  for  the  clothing  of 
an  Immortal  with  six  wings  is  an  unheard- 
of  commission. 

And  the  hats  !  Bond  Street  is  in  a  flutter 
of  excitement  and  resolved  on  triumph. 


CHAPTER  X 

''  Science  first/'  pleads  Professor  Fon- 
blanque  in  his  interview  with  Lady  Gerard, 
who  is  now  anxious  that  the  Immortal  from 
Muran  shall  see  and  be  seen,  and  is  arrang- 
ing for  a  reception  on  a  large  scale  at  an 
early  date. 

''  Our  strange  guest  wishes  to  know 
whether  men  and  women  possess  wings, 
or  if  anyone  has  ever  heard  of  winged  people 
in  any  part  of  the  world.  An  advertise- 
ment might  be  useful,  but  a  reception  will 
bring  her  in  personal  contact  with  people 
who  know  everything,"  says  her  ladyship, 
smiling. 

''  But  science  has  claims,  and  can  hardly 

be  denied  the  first  interview.     If  it  should 

be  that  we  are  under  some  illusion,  walking 

and  talking  as  in  a  dream,   science  will 

awaken  us  ;  but  if  it  is  all  real  and  no  dream 

then  science,  being  immortal  thought,  will 
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claim  affinity  with  immortal  being,  and 
we  shall  be  satisfied/' 

The  professor  is  in  earnest,  and  his  usually 
pale  thin  face  shows  a  hectic  flush,  which 
tells  its  own  tale  too  surely,  and  appeals  to 
her  ladyship's  sympathies  with  greater  force 
than  words. 

The  professor  says  there  is  widespread 
doubt  as  to  the  genuineness  of  the  Immortal 
from  Muran,  and  that  aerial  phenomena 
being  in  demand  inventive  scientists  have 
already  produced  beautiful  human  forms 
with  wings  floating  in  fields  of  light.  At 
the  Egyptian  Hall,  the  theatres  and  music- 
halls,  splendid  illusions  appear  nightly, 
much  to  the  comfort  of  the  general  public, 
whose  nerves  were  so  rudely  shaken  by  the 
mere  report  that  something  celestial  had 
lost  its  way  and  come  to  Earth.  Some 
good  people,  the  professor  says,  are  already 
saying  it  is  a  pity  that  the  man-in-the-street 
should  be  permitted  to  become  so  very 
familiar  with  objects  that  at  one  time 
excited  reverential  fear  and  inward  quak- 
ings.     What  emotion  would  there  be  left 
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to  appeal  to  in  days  to  come  if  the  unknown 
were  made  visible  and  common  ? 

The  professor  undertakes  to  explain 
everything  to  Ma-Mylitta,  and  to  arrange 
a  meeting  at  the  Royal  Institution  with 
the  least  delay,  so  as  not  to  interfere  with 
her  ladyship's  At  Home. 

Ma-Mylitta,  consenting  to  an  examination, 
finds  herself  in  the  presence  of  the  inner 
circle  of  science — science  with  many-tinted 
spectacles,  speaking  many  tongues ;  many- 
minded  science,  clear-eyed  and  rational, 
and,  for  the  most  part,  suspicious  and 
sceptical. 

A  large  pedestal  is  placed  in  the  centre 
of  the  theatre,  and  Ma-Mylitta  stands  on 
it  so  that  everyone  may  see  the  perfect 
human  outlines  covered  with  wings — the 
two  scarlet  rings  over  each  breast  suggesting 
to  the  more  mystical  symbols  of  eternity. 
And  Ma-Mylitta' s  grand  coils  of  hair  fall 
loosely,  hiding  her  wings,  but  mantling  her 
as  in  cloth  of  Venetian  gold. 

And  then  the  wings,  pure  white,  are  put 
in  motion.     First  of  all,  the  wings  attached 
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above  the  ankles,  uncover  feet  delicate  in 
outline  and  highly  arched,  and  Ma-Mylitta 
moves  upwards,  leaving  the  marble  pedestal 
vacant,  and  stands  upon  air  with  no  other 
apparent  exertion  than  the  gentle  move- 
ment of  the  pedal  wings.  Then  the  shoulder 
wings,  attached,  as  the  men  of  science  have 
all  seen,  below  the  neck,  play  like  fans 
curving  upwards ;  and  give  direction  to  the 
body,  inclining  it  now  to  the  right  and  now 
to  the  left,  and  by  the  motion  of  the  two 
sets  of  wings  the  feet  and  head  are  enveloped 
in  dazzling  light.  Then  the  great  wings 
open,  and  the  scientists,  critically  watching, 
see  the  celestial  figure  move  slowly  from 
end  to  end  of  the  theatre,  the  long  hair 
streaming  backwards.  And  whilst  they 
look  the  dazzling  effulgence  increases  until 
the  whole  space  is  filled  with  splendour, 
which,  however,  disappears  when  Ma- 
Mylitta  comes  to  rest  again  upon  the 
pedestal  and  once  more  folds  her  wings.  ^ 
There  is  silence  amongst  the  wise,  and 
those  who  said  La  Celeste  of  Paris  was  an 
impossibihty  are  seeking  for  reasons,  more 
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or  less  plausible,  in  support  of  their  scepti- 
cism ;  but  they  find  it  difficult  now  to  speak 
of  ''  illusion  ''  in  the  presence  of  a  living, 
sentient  being,  invisible  at  will,  under- 
standing, as  it  seems,  all  languages,  and 
enveloping  itself  in  clouds  of  glory  by  the 
mere  movement  of  its  wings.  Radio- 
activity in  this  form  is  new — new  even  to 
Dr  Riddle,  who  is  present  with  all  the  notes 
he  made  on  the  night  of  the  interview  in 
his  sanctum.  The  energy  is  not  from 
without,  so  much  is  clear ;  then  from 
whence  is  this  mysterious  force  obtained, 
and  where  is  it  now  stored  ? 

''  I  can  fill  this  room  with  light  so  dazzling 
that  you  will  not  be  able  to  see  me,  but  the 
loss  of  power  would  be  serious  because  in 
this  atmosphere  the  exhausted  cells  cannot 
be  recharged.  In  Muran  exhaustion  is  at 
once  repaired  by  the  atmosphere,  so  that 
an  Immortal  at  home  never  feels  lassitude 
or  weakness,*'  says  Ma-Mylitta. 

''  Then  if  you  remain  here  until  your  cells 
are  empty,  what  do  you  suppose  will  become 
of  you  ?  "  asks  the  learned  president. 
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'*I  shall  be  earth-bound  like  the  Im- 
mortals of  long  ago  who  never  returned. 
Do  you  know  of  the  existence  of  Immortals 
upon  your  planet  ?  '' 

''  We  are  Earth's  Immortals/'  says  the 
president,  proudly. 

Professor  Fonblanque  gives  a  little  hectic 
cough  and  whispers  Dr  Riddle,  ''  Immortals 
in  ink.'' 

''  Can  you  tell  me  what  happened  to  the 
Immortals  from  Muran  who  wooed  the  fair 
daughters  of  men  and  never  returned  ? 
My  mission  is  to  trace  them." 

The  learned  president  passes  over  the 
question  with  some  scarce  audible  reference 
to  popes  and  bishops ;  and  then  questions 
are  put  in  all  seriousness  as  to  the  length 
of  time  it  took  to  travel  from  Muran  to 
Earth.  One  hundred  and  forty  millions 
of  miles,  more  or  less,  in  an  inappreciable 
fraction  of  a  second  is  rapid  travelling, 
truly.  Dr  Riddle  is  busy  with  his  notes, 
and  they  are  clear  enough.  The  strange 
visitor  averred  that  the  distance  was  tra- 
versed in  a  mere  point  of  time. 
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"  I  willed  to  come/'  says  Ma-Mylitta, 
simply.  ''  When  I  touched  the  Earth's 
atmosphere  I  spread  my  wings,  and  here  I 
am." 

The  younger  men,  having  the  most  im- 
agination, are  really  charmed  with  the  idea 
of  traversing  the  whole  distance  between 
planets  in  a  mere  point  of  time,  and  landing 
with  outstretched  wings,  and  without 
fatigue,  in  a  world  in  which  all  is  new. 
After  all,  it  is  only  what  thought  can  do, 
and  does — winging  its  way  from  star  to  star, 
and  system  to  system,  and  back  again  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  ;  only  Ma-Mylitta's 
triumph  is  to  be  able  to  travel  bodily 
through  the  ether  with  the  rapidity  of 
thought.  The  older  men,  grey  and 
cautious,  suggest  ''  unconscious  error  ''  and 
produce  a  weighing-machine,  upon  which 
Ma-Mylitta  obligingly  stands,  and  is  found 
to  be  precisely  of  the  same  number  of  grains 
when  invisible  as  when  visible.  Observa- 
tions are  rapid :  — 

''  It  is  an  organic  being.'' 

''  With  form  and  weight." 
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''  And  hair.  Such  grand  hair !  Must 
have  a  capillary  system/' 

'^  And  wings  with  muscular  attachments." 

''  Radio-active  radiation  mechanically 
produced.'' 

''  Never  eats." 

"  Never  drinks." 

''  Never  sleeps." 

''  Muran  must  be  a  funny  world  to  live 
in.     Wonder  if  natives  smoke." 

Comments  are  endless,  and  during  the 
general  conversation  Ma-Mylitta  disappears. 
The  pedestal  is  empty.  All  has  passed  as 
in  a  dream. 

Then  the  scientists  search  diligently  for 
a  stray  feather,  a  single  hair,  a  footprint  in 
the  dust ;  anything  that  can  be  seen  and 
handled ;  anything  to  give  but  the  touch 
of  realism  to  a  vision.  When  there  is 
mystery  science  is  restless. 

*'  The  phonograph  will  record  the  inter- 
view," says  the  president ;  but  he  was 
doomed  to  disappointment,  for  Ma-Mylitta' s 
voice  left  no  trace.  The  instrument  is 
wanting  in  delicacy. 
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"  Well,  then,  the  photographic  plates  !  " 

But  the  sensitive  plates  received  no  im- 
pression of  Ma-Mylitta's  form. 

"  Ah  !  ''  exclaims  Professor  Fonblanque, 
''  there  is  still  room  in  the  world  for  imagin- 
ation/' 

''  We  have  the  evidence  of  the  weighing- 
machine,  and  that  is  something,"  says  Dr 
Riddle  to  the  president,  who  is  not  alto- 
gether satisfied. 

The  interview  is  voted  ''  interesting  but 
inconclusive.''  Only  a  stray  hair  would  be 
something  to  produce  to  the  world,  which 
may  now  laugh  and  say  that  the  elect  of 
science  have  been  gammoned  in  broad  day- 
light, in  their  own  theatre,  and  before 
dinner  !  which  will  make  the  whole  thing 
more  incomprehensible  to  the  man-in-the- 
street. 

''  Are  you  mortals  so  hard  to  convince 
that  there  is  a  world — a  very  real  world — 
outside  your  experience  ?  "  asks  Ma-Mylitta 
of  Professor  Fonblanque. 

'*  Nothing  is  taken  on  trust  now  ;    it  is 
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the  fashion  to  demonstrate  everything,  but 
I  think  mankind,  as  a  whole,  is  not  as  happy 
now  as  when  it  was  a  joy  to  worship  what 
was  hidden  and  mysterious.  Had  you 
come  to  Earth  a  century  or  two  ago  you 
would  have  moved  an  angel  of  light  in  an 
adoring  world.  But  now,  you  see,  you 
see  !  " 

''  Why  was  I  weighed  ?  '' 

''  We  weigh  and  measure  everything  now 
— eternity  by  the  yard,  and  truth — " 

''  And  truth,''  repeats  Ma-Myhtta  as  the 
professor  pauses. 

''  The  difficulty  is  to  find  a  weight  small 
enough  ;  but  I  don't  despair,"  adds  the 
professor  with  a  smile. 

''  I  will  not  forget  when  I  bring  out  my 
new  edition — Concerning  Man/'  says  the 
Immortal.  ''  But  I  already  find  it  will 
want  a  good  deal  of  revision." 


CHAPTER  XI 

*'  An  At  Home  to  meet  an  Immortal  in 
radium  will  be  just  the  thing/'  says  Lady 
Gerard  to  Mrs  Balmayn,  who  has  volun- 
teered her  services  as  secretary  for  the 
occasion,  though  with  inward  misgiving 
as  to  the  strict  propriety  of  indulging  public 
curiosity  in  so  conventional  a  manner. 
''  Immortal  in  radium  sounds  prettily  and 
is  as  true  as  most  things,  and  that's  a 
comfort/'  adds  her  ladyship,  with  a  smile 
all  over  her  apple-round  face. 

Sir  John  enters  and  scans  her  ladyship's 
lists  in  no  very  amiable  mood,  and  then 
complains  that  he's  pestered  to  death  with 
letters  from  knaves  and  fools,  the  former 
offering  to  ''  share  profits  in  the  show  "  if 
he'll  secure  the  Immortal  for  an  exhibition 
around  the  world ;  and  the  latter  asking 
curious  questions  about  the  other  world 
and  enclosing  scripture  texts  thought  to 
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be  suitable.  Sir  John  wants  the  At  Home 
to  be  ''  thoroughly  representative/'  and 
hands  her  ladyship  so  long  a  list  of  honour- 
able and  right  honourable  gentlemen  of  the 
House  of  Commons  that  her  ladyship 
suggests  an  At  Home  on  the  terrace  of 
St  Stephen's  ;  and  accompanies  the  sugges- 
tion with  the  irritating  little  sniff  which 
Sir  John  usually  accepts  as  notice  of  con- 
flict. 

''  I  have  been  thinking/'  commences  Mrs 
Balmayn,  seating  herself  at  the  writing- 
table,  and  then  checks  herself. 

*'  Out  with  it,  my  dear/'  says  Lady 
Gerard,  abruptly;  ''  say  to  me  what  comes 
first,  it's  always  freshest,  and  often  has  the 
best  flavour." 

''  Then  I  was  thinking  whether  it  will  be 
quite  respectful  towards  an  Immortal  to 
expose  her  to  the  gaze  of  the  curious." 

''  Curiosity  is  not  always  a  reproach,  is 
it  ?  If  it  is,  what  do  you  say  of  the  exhi- 
bition at  the  Royal  Society  ?  " 

"Was  not  that  different?  The  high 
priests  of  science  were  there." 
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"  The  high  priests  of  fiddle-de-dee,  my 
dear/'  says  her  ladyship  with  good- 
humoured  impatience.  ''  Take  an  old 
woman's  word  for  it,  a  man's  eyes  are  none 
the  less  curious  because  of  his  high-sounding 
titles.  Sir  John  says  that  when  all  the 
professors  were  on  their  hands  and  knees 
searching  for  a  hair  or  a  feather,  they  found 
distinct  traces  of  powder,  and  long  hairs 
which  never  came  from  the  head  of  an 
Immortal.  The  story  is  going  the  round 
of  the  clubs,  and  don't  be  surprised  if  you 
hear  Sir  John  tell  it  with  additions." 

''  But  the  motive  which  brought  the 
scientists  together,  was  not  that  infinitely 
higher  than  that  which  will  bring  them  to 
your  At  Home  ?  " 

''  Curiosity  at  the  best,  only  some  are 
more  curious  than  others." 

''  Why  will  you  so  strive  to  disillusionise 
me  ?  "  says  Mrs  Balmayn,  pathetically. 
''  There  must  be  a  higher  motive  than 
curiosity  amongst  men.  My  husband  says 
that  only  to  have  seen  Ma-Mylitta,  only  to 
know  for  certain  there  are  other  worlds  in 
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which  life  is  immortal,  has  opened  his  own 
soul  to  beautiful  thoughts/' 

''  So  young,  my  dear,  so  young  !  And 
now  we'll  send  out  our  invitations,"  says 
her  ladyship,  tearing  up  the  supplemental 
list  which  Sir  John  has  ventured  to  leave 
behind. 


CHAPTER  XII 

At  Home  to  meet  an  Immortal ! 

The  Gerards'  spacious  rooms  are  thronged 
and  there  is  still  a  long  procession  of 
carriages  with  impatient  occupants,  though 
some  as  they  drive  up  and  enter  the  house 
are  filled  with  vague  fears  and  old-world 
terrors  at  being  brought  face  to  face  with 
living  mystery. 

Ma-Mylitta  receives  calmly  the  fluttering 
homage  paid  her  by  the  men  and  women 
of  the  world  she  for  the  first  time  sees  in 
the  powdered  and  perfumed  refinement  of 
evening  dress,  and  is,  seemingly,  impressed 
with  the  psychology  of  costume.  And 
she  ?  Her  delicate  wings  are  hidden  under 
a  flowing  gown  of  puce-coloured  silk,  deli- 
cately flowered  ;  but  the  crowd,  moving  in 
slow  procession  through  the  rooms,  lose 
sight  of  everything  but  the  deep-set  eyes, 
now  mystically  bright,  penetrating,  as  it 
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seems,  inmost  thoughts,  and  reading  the 
heart  secrets  of  all  who  come  within  the 
range  of  vision.  And  many  who  have 
secrets,  but  not  the  sang-froid  necessary 
for  concealment,  are  uncomfortable,  and 
almost  wish  they  had  not  come,  though 
they  tell  themselves  that  it  is  no  business 
of  the  inhabitant  of  another  world  what 
they  may  think  or  do  in  this.  To  think 
otherwise  would  be  to  think  the  intolerable, 
and  yet  there  is  shrinking  and  unrest,  and 
departures  are  frequent  and  early. 

But  Ma-Mylitta  is  curious  in  the  matter 
of  wings  and  looks  at  the  bare  shoulders 
presented  for  the  purpose  of  satisfying  her- 
self whether  wings  are  actually  there,  or 
whether  there  are  any  outward  and  visible 
traces  of  disused  attachments,  leading  to 
the  conclusion  that  wings  were  common  to 
the  race  at  some  earlier  date,  though  got 
rid  of,  like  some  other  things,  in  the  process 
of  evolution  towards  a  wingless  type.  The 
costume  is  so  convenient  for  the  purpose 
that  the  Immortal  is  under  the  impression, 
until  assured  to  the  contrary,  that  it  has 
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been  adopted  for  the  occasion  to  give  ample 
opportunity  for  anatomical  study. 

"  No  signs  of  wings/'  says  Ma-Mylitta 
to  Lady  Gerard. 

Her  ladyship  is  amused.  It  would  be 
news  to  her  if  there  were.  ''  When  youVe 
seen  one  you've  seen  all/'  says  she,  in  a 
whisper.  ''  And  as  for  the  men,  their 
wives  can  give  you  all  needful  information. 
A  man  with  wings  would  be  just  too  sweet 
a  thing  for  a  woman  to  possess  without 
talking  about,  if  only  to  make  all  others 
miserable." 

''  Balfour  and  a  lot  of  fellows  are  coming  ; 
glad  the  rooms  are  thinning  a  bit,"  says  Sir 
John,  pulling  up  his  collar  with  self-con- 
scious importance. 

A  lounge  is  in  the  room,  and  Ma-Mylitta 
is  conducted  there  to  receive  distinguished 
callers,  and  to  chat  in  the  sight  of  all  on 
subjects  just  now  of  paramount  importance 
in  the  mind  of  the  Immortal  author  of  the 
Essay  Concerning  Man. 

There  is  a  buzz  when  the  Prime  Minister 
arrives,  and  smiles  welcome  the  tall,  supple 
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form.  Whatever  happens  now,  British  in- 
terests are  secure,  and  it  is  whispered  that 
if  there  is  a  nut  to  crack  he  may  be  depended 
on  to  crack  it ;  or,  and  this  may  do  just  as 
well,  leave  it  alone,  without  offending  delicate 
susceptibilities  in  this  world  or  any  other. 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

*'  I  should  be  delighted  to  assist,  but  I 
fear  there  is  no  official  department  to  which 
the  matter  can  be  referred  with  any  chance 
of  success.  The  official  mind,  you  know, 
works  officially  within  narrow  limits.'' 

The  speaker  gathers  confidence  with 
speech  and  loses  something  of  the  bashful- 
ness  with  which  he  approached  the  Im- 
mortal, and  then  sank  down  by  her  side 
and  surveyed,  through  gold-rimmed  glasses, 
the  phenomenon  of  visible  nothingness,  or 
nothingness  visible,  as  he  had  been  assured 
was  the  case.  There  was  so  much  candour 
in  the  look,  such  abandonment  of  self- 
assertion,  such  utter  helplessness  in  the 
presence  of  mystery  !  For  a  moment  the 
current  of  thought  seems  checked  in  that 
active  brain,  and  then  a  faint  smile,  winning 
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and  confident,  spreads  over  his  face  as  he 
crosses  his  arms,  and  throws  his  head 
forward  so  that  Ma-MyUtta  sees  at  a 
glance  the  head  and  profile  of  the  Prime 
Minister. 

''  I  have  heard  of  you,  and  had  hopes,*' 
says  the  Immortal. 

The  Prime  Minister  raises  his  head 
quickly,  and  flushes  at  the  bare  thought 
that  his  philosophical  speculations  on  the 
IS  and  the  IS  NOT  have  been  heard  of  in 
another  place.  This  seeming  preface  to 
immortality  coming  from  immortal  lips  is 
very  grateful. 

''  The  Chronicles  of  Muran  have  been 
preserved  for  ages,  and  we  know  that  the 
Immortals  who  overstayed  their  leave  upon 
Earth  never  returned,''  continues  Ma- 
Mylitta. 

''  We  will  assume  that  to  be  a  fact ;  now 
what  is  your  deduction  ?  "  asks  the  Prime 
Minister,  caressing  his  chin  philosophically 
with  his  right  forefinger. 

''  That  they  remained  where  they  were, 
don't  you  think  so  ?  " 
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'*  I  dare  not  say  that  that  is  conclusive. 
There  is  certainly  one  alternative/' 

''  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Oh,  they  may  have  gone  somewhere 
else." 

''  No,  they  were  earth-bound  ;  and  what 
I  wish  to  discover  is  whether  they  still 
exist,  or  have  left  any  traces  of  their  earthly 
existence  behind  them,''  says  Ma-Mylitta. 

''  Why  do  you  say  they  were  earth-bound 
so  confidently  ?  '' 

*'  I  will  explain.  In  Muran  the  atmo- 
sphere is  life ;  the  Murani  breathe  immor- 
tality.'' 

''  And  on  Earth  ?  " 

'*  The  atmosphere  is  different.  If  I  re- 
main here  beyond  my  allotted  time  my 
wings  will  be  useless  and  I  shall  be  earth- 
bound." 

''  And  then  ?  " 

"  Ah,  that  is  what  I  wish  to  know.  Does 
an  Immortal  cease  to  be  immortal  upon 
Earth  ;  or  is  there  any  source  in  terrestrial 
springs,  or  air,  from  which  an  Immortal 
Murani  can  draw  immortal  sustenance  ?  " 
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Ma-Mylitta  bends  slightly  forward  with 
an  appearance  of  expectancy  and  checks 
the  first  response  rising  to  lips  accustomed 
to  avoid  direct  reply  with  refinement. 

''  No,  no,  I  cannot  tell.  Immortal  life 
upon  this  planet  has  been  a  dream  of  the 
ages  ;   but  it  has  been  only  a  dream.'' 

''  Have  you  ever  heard  of  a  race  of  beings 
descended  from  immortal  Murani  ?  '' 

''  An  interesting  but  wide  question,  and 
you  must  seek  an  answer  amongst  peoples 
whose  mythologies  are  crowded  with  Im- 
mortals. Some  of  them  do  not,  however, 
bear  the  best  of  characters,  and  I  would 
not  dare  suggest  that  they  came  from 
Muran.     Why  not  try  Tibet  ?  '' 

Ma-Mylitta  is  all  attention.  ''  I  have/' 
she  replies. 

''  Then  there's  Greece,  you  might  catch 
some  faint  echoes  of  long-forgotten  voices 
in  the  land  once  so  fond  of  Immortals  that 
literary  workshops  were  set  up  for  their 
manufacture.  In  my  notes  on  philosophi- 
cal bases — " 

'*  Ah,  then  you  are  a  philosopher  !  " 
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"  I  should  have  been,  only  I  missed  my 
way  in  early  life  and  became  a  politician 
with  philosophical  leanings  —  such  as 
you  see  me  now/'  answers  he,  with  a 
sigh. 

''Is  it  possible  that  you  can  have  any 
marks  upon  you  to  show  that  you  are  a 
descendant  from  the  Immortals  ?  '' 

There  is  a  fluttering  of  wings  under  the 
puce-coloured  Japanese  gown.  The  Im- 
mortal is  interested ;  but  the  mortal  by 
her  side  does  not  rise  with  enthusiasm  to 
a  suggestion  so  full  of  music  to  ambition. 
He  only  brings  his  fingers  together  and 
inlocks  them  before  replying, — 

''  Once  upon  a  time  I  thought  I  felt  the 
sprouting  of  wings  ;  but  then  I  became 
Secretary  of  State  for  Ireland,  and  that  was 
fatal,  you  know.''  Then,  lowering  his 
voice,  ''  Have  you  an  Irish  National  Party 
in  Muran  ?  " 

''  Do  they  grow  wings  ?  "  asks  she. 

*'  They  are  quite  capable  of  it,  I  be- 
lieve, if  they  could  only  turn  out  the 
Government." 
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But  Ma-Mylitta  is  insistent. 

"  Are  there  any  people  now  on  Earth  who 
grow  wings  ?  ''  she  inquires. 

''  Not  after  they  get  into  ParHament, 
certainly.  Poets  are  said  to,  but  they  die 
young,  and  their  budding  wings  are  always 
found  to  have  been  scorched  by  the  re- 
viewers. As  for  philosophers,  well,  my 
own  experience  is  not  encouraging.  I  tried 
to  fly  at  Cambridge,  but  some  said — 
Never  mind  what  they  said,  but  I  was  not 
encouraged  to  mount  again  into  the  pure 
ether  until  I  had  trained  finer.'* 

Ma-Mylitta  gazes  intently  upon  the  face 
of  the  mortal  by  her  side,  so  ambitious  and 
only  a  politician ;  and  her  profound  eyes 
fill  for  the  first  time  with  that  expression 
of  sympathy  which  makes  even  mere 
humans  beautiful.  The  sensation  is  new 
to  an  Immortal  living  a  self-contained  life 
and  free  from  soft  emotions ;  but  it  is 
agreeable  to  judge  by  the  rhythmic  move- 
ment of  the  shoulder  wings  under  the 
puce-coloured  gown.  The  curious  first  see, 
and  then  all  witness,  a  halo  of  soft  light 
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encircling  the  heads  of  both  sitting  on  the 
lounge. 

''  Great  Scot !  "  exclaims  Sir  John 
Gerard,  suddenly  stopping  a  right  honour- 
able gentleman  with  eyeglass  and  orchid, 
*'  Balfour  is  transfigured/' 

"  The  passing  of  Arthur/'  says  the  Right 
Honourable  with  a  smile.  ''  I  always  ex- 
pected an  early  apotheosis  for  him.'' 

''  He's  moving,"  says  Sir  John.  ''  Better 
come  and  get  it  over." 

The  Right  Honourable  drops  into  the 
vacant  seat  easily,  as  though  by  right  of 
succession,  and  gives  the  little  dry  familiar 
cough  so  expressive  of  content. 

"  I  am  quite  at  liberty  to  speak  concern- 
ing the  institutions  of  Muran,"  says  the 
Immortal.  ''  What  would  you  know  ? 
Well,  then,  the  laws  of  Muran  are  perfect, 
and  never  change.  Then  the  Murani  are 
one  race  and  speak  one  language." 

''  How  very  simple  !  Tell  me,  have  you 
Three  Acres  and  a  Cow,  Old  Age  Pensions, 
and  a  Fiscal  Question  ?  " 

*'  The  condition  of  things  in  our  planet 


A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM  iii 

precludes  all  such  artificial  arrangements. 
The  atmosphere  of  Muran  supplies  immortal 
life,  and  whatever  a  Murani  wills  to  have, 
he  possesses." 

'*  Very  simple  indeed,  but  I  really  don't 
think  I  should  like  it  !  No,  Fm  sure  I 
should  not  now  I  remember  that  I  am 
Myself,  and  that  to  Myself  I  owe  Myself. 
To  live,  to  have,  and  not  to  strive  ;  a  dull 
immortality.'' 

''  And  yet  you  might  not  be  so  very  disap- 
pointed if  you  were  one  of  us.  Ha-Sabat, 
the  Keeper  of  the  Chronicles,  was  ten 
thousand  years  qualifying  for  the  of&ce. 
And  what  is  time  to  an  Immortal  ?" 

*'  Ten  thousand  years  is  a  long  time  to 
wait.  What  would  have  become  of  Me  if  I 
had  waited  ?  " 

''  But  if  you  were  a  Murani  you  would 
not  be  so  impatient.  We  wait  cycle  after 
cycle,  and  still  look  forward  to  eternal 
youth." 

''  Time  is  a  great  advantage,  certainly. 
Now,  I  never  had  time  enough  to  finish 
anything    properly.     Three    Acres    and    a 
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Cow  amused  me  in  my  youth.  It  was  a 
pretty  game  for  a  season,  and  then  I  went 
in  for  Old  Age  Pensions,  another  very 
pretty  game,  and  some  people  even  play  it 
now." 

Ma-MyHtta  shows  interest. 

''  You  are  to  get  something  out  of  nothing, 
you  know,  that's  the  game  ;  but  it  gets 
tiresome  when  you  find  that  youVe  to  put 
something  in  before  you  can  take  it  out. 
I  gave  it  up  when  I  found  there  really 
wasn't  time  to  perfect  the  invention.  I'm 
building  a  Fiscal  Tower  now." 

''  And  will  that  take  time  ?  " 

*'  I  fear  so.  There  are  so  many  foreign 
bricks  to  be  worked  in,  and  so  much  colonial 
cement  to  be  used,  and  so  many  big  con- 
tractors and  little  men  to  be  employed,  and 
so  many  to  be  hindered  from  pulling  down 
what  the  others  build,  that  I  sometimes 
fear  I'll  never  finish  the  job." 

A  shade  as  of  sadness  passes  over  the 
speaker's  face,  rendering  the  features 
sharper  and  more  tense. 

''  If  you  were  a  Murani,"  says  the  Im- 
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mortal,  *'  you  could  take  your  own  time 
and  never  grow  older.  You  might  occupy 
yourself  one  thousand  or  ten  thousand 
years  with  your  Fiscal  Tower  and  still  be 
as  fresh  as  the  morning.  Then  if  you  wish 
to  forget  the  enormous  mass  of  details 
accumulated  there  is  the  bath  of  Oblivion 
ready.  It  is  our  custom  to  take  this  bath 
every  thousand  years,  so  there  is  with  us 
a  perpetual  beginning,  and  an  eternity  for 
completion.'' 

''  The  bath  of  Oblivion  would  be  a  very 
useful  institution  with  us,  and  I  should 
like  all  political  opponents  to  take  it  fre- 
quently. It  would  be  a  great  advantage, 
certainly,  when  opposition  is  keen  and 
time  the  very  essence  of  the  contract/' 

There  is  a  pause,  and  the  Immortal, 
remembering  her  mission,  asks, — 

''  Can  you  suggest  any  sufficient  mduce- 
ment  to  an  Immortal  to  remain  upon  your 
planet  and  become  mortal  and  pass  out  of 
existence,  leaving  no  trace  ?  " 

''I  do  not  think  either  the  Board  of 
Trade  or   Colonial    Office    offers   sufficient 
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attractions.  I  have  tried  both.  There  is 
yet  one  pinnacle  a  Httle  higher  than  the 
rest,  and  I  have  heard — '' 

''  I  think  I  understand,  but  your  Prime 
Minister  would  have  me  think  that  all 
is  vanity  and  vexation  outside  of  the 
philosophic  path  which  he  has  missed. 
How  fitted  he  for  the  serene  atmosphere 
ofMman!'' 

''  But  really,  I  don't  think  it  would  suit 
Me/'  says  the  Right  Honourable  with  an 
involuntary  movement  of  resistance. 

'*  And  you  have  no  trace  of  wings  ?  " 

'*  None  whatever.'' 

''So  they  have  never  been  scorched  by 
reviewers  ?  " 

The  Right  Honourable  laughs  gaily.  ''  My 
critics  have  been  my  best  friends,  and  they 
have  found  me  a  place  (modestly)  amongst 
the  Immortals.  But  I  see  the  Hundred 
Best  Books  talking  to  our  hostess,  and  he 
may  be  able  to  help  you  in  your  quest  for 
traces  of  the  lost  Murani." 


li 


The  study  of  wings  has  been  one  of  my 
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pleasures  in  life/'  says  the  Literary  Lord, 
bubbling  over  with  delightful  communi- 
cativeness. ''  Now  I  think  of  it,  the  study 
of  wings  is  very  ancient.  Jupiter  used  to 
paint  them.  Many  people  begin  with 
butterflies,  but  I  was  great  on  wasps. 
You  may  have  heard  of  Lubbock  on  '  Tame 
Wasps/  ''  he  adds  modestly ;  but  the  name 
is  not  familiar  to  Ma-Mylitta,  who  hastens 
to  ask, — 

'*  And  have  you  found  traces  of  wings 
amongst  mortals  ?  '' 

''  I  think  so,''  replies  the  Literary  Lord, 
dreamily.  ''  All  men  with  imagination  are 
winged ;  and  wings  stand  for  much  in  the 
history  of  the  world.  Usually  you  find 
traces  of  wings  in  books,  and  I  must  send 
you  my  list  of  the  best  hundred." 

''  But  real  wings  ?  " 

**  Imagination  is  very  real,  and  can  tra- 
verse the  greatest  distance  in  the  merest 
point  of  time.  Now  that  I  have  had  this 
great  privilege  to-night  I  shall  often  visit 
you  in  Muran." 

*'  The  Immortals  will  welcome  you/* 
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The  compliment  gives  pleasure. 

*'  Could  you  but  bring  the  hundred  best 
books  with  you  !  " 

"  Have  mercy  upon  me/'  replies  the 
Literary  Lord ;  "  must  my  sin  be  always 
before  me  ?  '' 

''  Then  I  relent.  Only  you  come  to 
Muran,  and  I  will  make  you  visible  to  the 
Immortals.'' 

''  Is  that  possible  ?  " 

''  You  shall  see  when  you  come.  But  tell 
me  seriously  (it  is  my  mission  to  discover), 
is  there  a  race  of  mortals  upon  Earth 
with  physical  attachments  called  wings  ?  " 

'*  Then,  seriously,  I  know  of  none. 
Mortals  are  splendidly  endowed,  though 
not  with  wings,  and  wings  are  always 
associated  with  beings  ethereal  and  more 
splendid.  But  mortals  have  imagination, 
the  soul's  wings,  with  pinions  strong  enough 
to  travel  through  eternal  space  in  a  point 
of  time.  There  are  traditions  of  winged 
beings — the  immortal  Murani  of  whom  you 
are  in  quest,  perhaps — coming  to  our  planet 
and  sojourning  with  mortals ;   and  it  may 


A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM  117 

be  that  the  highest  races,  gods  among  men, 
have  in  very  truth  an  immortal  origin/' 

Ma-Myhtta  places  her  delicate  hand  upon 
his  lordship's  arm,  and  though  it  is  so 
light  the  contact  sets  up  a  sympathetic 
current,  and  Ma-Mylitta  for  the  first  time 
becomes  sensitised  and  capable  of  feeling 
the  contagion  of  human  emotion.  Now, 
also,  and  for  the  first  time  during  the  ages, 
she  becomes  aware  of  the  exceeding  joy 
which  pride  can  suffuse  through  mere 
mortals  at  the  bare  suggestion  of  immortal 
lineage.  Her  own  pulse  beats  in  unison, 
and  every  throb  spreads  pleasurable  ex- 
citement.    Is  she  on  the  verge  of  discovery? 

''  Can  you  tell  me  what  there  was  in  and 
about  the  fair  daughters  of  men  of  old  to 
induce  Immortals  to  remain  on  Earth  until 
they  could  no  longer  return  to  Muran  ?  " 

His  lordship  looks  upon  the  hand  so  deli- 
cately shaped  and,  to  all  appearance,  human 
laid  upon  his  arm,  and  then  into  eyes  now 
bright  with  expectancy — another  sign  of 
relationship  to  humanity — and  he  feels  that 
he  would  give  much  to  be  able  to  suggest 
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even  sufficient  answer  to  the  question. 
But  is  it  so  very  simple  ? 

*'  The  question  is  too  deep  for  me/'  he 
repUes,  disappointment  shading  his  fine 
features. 

*'  But  imagination  —  winged  imagina- 
tion ? '' 

*'  Has  hmits,  I  confess  it.  It  may  be 
easy  to  annihilate  time  and  space,  but  the 
influence  of  the  ^  fair  daughters  of  men ' 
upon  destiny  is  a  profound  mystery,  even 
to  imagination." 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

The  guests  still  come,  and  Lady  Gerard 
is  busily  engaged  in  telling  over  again  how 
it  was  that  so  strange  a  visitor  came  nomin- 
ally under  her  roof  at  the  earnest  request 
of  Professor  Fonblanque.  ''  Our  very  first 
object,  of  course,  was  to  get  the  Immortal 
covered  somehow.  Angels  would  need 
covering,  if  only  for  decency's  sake,  as 
things  go,"  says  her  ladyship. 

*'  After  all,  my  dear  Lady  Gerard — " 
''  Feathers    in    the    nude   will   do   very 
well  for  turkeys  and  peacocks,  but  Sir  John, 
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even  he  wouldn't  stand  it  about  the  house, 
Immortal  or  no." 

''Oh,  Lady  Gerard,"  says  a  fair-haired 
lady,  known  as  The  Gifted-one,  for  whom 
the  richly-dressed  crowd  makes  way.     An 
imperious  movement,  an  imperious  accent, 
an  imperious  glance  make  The  Gifted-one 
as  aitractive  to  many  as  the  mysterious 
visiter    from    Muran.     ''  That's    she "    is 
whispered  as  she   passes,  and   then  there 
are  speculations  as  to  what  will  follow — 
corre^ondence  and  something  in  the  papers, 
an  action-at-law,  perhaps.     The  presence 
of  Thi  Gifted-one  will  surely  provide  some- 
thing   for     Society's     relish,     something 
piquaat,    sarcastic,    venomous,    according 
to   cLxumstances.     Even    the    dull    think 
there  will  be  something  to  look  forward  to. 
''  Oh,  Lady  Gerard,  do  not  let  me  lose 
my   opportunity,    the   Literary   Lord   has 
risen" 

•  ••••• 

'Xall  me  Marie,"  says  The  Gifted-one, 
seating  herself.  ''  The  world  seldom  sees 
twc  Immortals  on  one  divan." 
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'*  Your  philosophical  Prime  Miniscer 
warns  me  that  I  must  look  to  mythologies 
for  Immortals/'  says  Ma-Mylitta,  lookiig  a 
question. 

*'  A  mere  man,  what  should  he  know  ?  '* 
asks  The  Gifted-one  with  passing  irritation. 
'*  If  you  want  knowledge,  if  you  want  in- 
sight, if  you  want  the  divine,  where  nust 
you  come  ?  If  you  want  fancy,  concejtion, 
creative  skill,  where  must  you  come  ? 
Come  to  Woman,  come  to  ME/'  I 

''  Now  I  shall  know  why  the  Imm)rtals 
did  not  return  to  Muran.  You  knov  the 
legend.  Then  tell  me,  were  the  daughters 
of  the  men  of  old  so  divinely  fair  thct  the 
'  Sons  of  God,'  Immortal  Murani,  wodd  be 
tempted  to  forego  immortal  life  for  their 
sakes  ?  "  , 

The  Gifted-one  follows  the  direction  of 
the  Immortal's  eye,  resting  apparently  ipon 
a  figure  mourning  over  the  wreckage  oi  her 
trailing  skirts.  A  flush  of  indignation 
passes  over  her  as  she  divines  the  thoi:ght 
that  women  breaking  their  hearts  over  a 
little  trumpery  lace  were  not  worthy  of 
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sacrifice  in  any  period  of  the  worid's 
history. 

'*  You  must  not  judge  the  past  by  the 
present,  or  you'll  come  to  wrong  conclu- 
sions/' says  she,  warmly.  ''  The  woman 
of  to-day  has  been  made  by  man — outraged, 
scourged  and  stoned  by  cruel,  lustful  man, 
and,  what  is  worse,  degraded  to  the  worship 
of  a  bit  of  lace  and  the  pattern  of  a  gown. 
She  was  not  once  what  you  see  her  now,  a 
painted,  powdered  doll,  played  with  for  an 
hour  and  dying  of  heartache  in  the  gloom. 
Tell  me,  sister  Immortal,  have  not  I  done 
well  in  holding  up  the  mirror  ?  Did  not  I 
conceive  that  grand  creation,  real  and 
artistic.  The  Murder  of  Delicia  ?  '' 

''  I  did  not  know — how  could  I  ? — that 
you  feel  so  strongly.*' 

''  Every  great  soul  feels.  It  is  the 
mission  and  penalty  of  greatness  to  feel. 
Oh,  I  have  studied  Man,  The  Mighty  Atom, 
and  wept  with  Satan  the  Sorrowful." 

''  And  woman  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  woman  too,  but  I  prefer  man 
as  a  study.     Man  the  ignorant  and  brutal ; 
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and  he  takes  his  whippings  so  meekly  when 
I  lay  on  because  he  knows  he  deserves  them, 
and  more,  infinitely  more.  Do  not  tell  me 
I  am  too  merciful,  for,  after  all  is  said  and 
done,  Man  is  attractive,  and  with  ME  to 
guide  may  reach  perfection/' 

''  You  claim  to  be  an  Immortal.  Have 
you  wings  ?  "  asks  Ma-Mylitta,  agitating 
her  own. 

"  Wings  of  fancy,  yes.  My  fancy  flies 
from  world  to  world  through  endless  space 
with  The  Soul  of  Lilith.  My  wings  I  have 
placed  protectingly  round  our  Shakespeare, 
who  was  almost  an  Immortal.  It  was 
his  misfortune  to  have  been  born  man. 
What  he  might  have  been  had  he  been 
woman  !  '' 

''  Then  you  are  a  poet,  and  your  philo- 
sophical First  Minister  has  told  me  that 
poets'  wings  are  scorched  by  reviewers. 
Tell  me,  what  is  a  reviewer  ?  " 

*'  A  reviewer,"  says  The  Gifted-one, 
coldly,  ''is  a  reviewer.  I  will  write  you 
specially  on  the  subject,  and  you  are  at 
liberty  to  pubhsh  my  views  in  Muran,  or 
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anywhere    not    protected  .  by    the    Inter- 
national Copyright  Acts/* 

''  My  time  is  Hmited/'  says  the  Immortal. 

*'  You  shall  have  the  honour  of  receiving 
my  views  in  writing/'  says  The  Gifted-one, 
taking  leave  with  ceremony. 

Her  ladyship  is  still  surrounded  by 
persons  of  note  most  anxious  for  the  privi- 
lege of  a  brief  interview,  though  some  who 
desire  it  eagerly  shrink  inwardly  whilst 
making  the  request.  Lady  Gerard  pro- 
tests,— 

*'  Can  I  do  more  at  this  hour  than  intro- 
duce you  as  you  file  past  and  leave  cards 
upon  the  divan  ?  I  will  tell  her  to-morrow 
who  you  are,  and  how  famous,  and  all  that, 
so  that  she  may  make  you  known  in  the 
world  afar  off,  and  that,  I'm  sure,  is  a 
happiness  some  of  you  never  expected.'' 

Madame  Reine,  the  renowned  tragedienne, 
still  palpitating  from  the  emotion  of  a  part 
in  which  she  dies  with  enchanting  music  in 
her  ears,  says, — 

''If  La  Celeste  will  but  show  herself  in 
splendour  it  will  be  ravishing." 
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The  women  give  way  to  her,  for  they 
know  her,  and  for  many  she  is  more  en- 
thralUng,  if  less  mysterious,  than  the 
stranger  from  Muran. 

''  A  very  good  idea,  my  dear  madame,  and 
I  shall  bring  her  to  see  you  act." 

*'  A  million  thanks  ;  I  am  ravished  at 
the  thought,"  says  the  tragedienne,  clasping 
her  hands. 

When  this  request  is  made  known  to  her 
Ma-Mylitta  rises  from  the  divan  and  stands 
erect  in  her  long,  flowing  gown.  A  very 
simple  figure,  tall  and  stately,  is  visible  from 
all  parts  of  the  room,  and  those  nearest  feel 
awe  at  the  calm  features  and  grand  eyes 
which  in  their  depths  look  backward  and 
forward  over  two  infinities.  The  glorious 
hair  falls  over  the  puce-coloured  gown, 
hiding  it,  as  it  were,  in  waves  of  Venetian 
gold.  Then  she  is  invisible,  and  the  puce- 
coloured  garment  falls  to  the  carpet. 

A  moment,  and  Ma-Mylitta  stands  re- 
vealed again  in  the  chaste  beauty  of  her 
snow-white  wings,  relieved  only  by  the 
glowing  scarlet    circle    over    each    breast. 
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Then  she  passes  through  the  large  rooms 
without  other  movement  than  the  mere 
play  of  the  ankle  wings,  and  the  motion  is 
that  of  graceful  gliding.  The  lights  are 
lowered,  and  in  the  gloom  a  soft  radiance 
encircles  the  Immortal's  head,  the  aureole 
increasing  in  brightness  with  the  action  of 
the  shoulder  wings.  Then,  suddenly,  the 
two  great  wings  spread  with  magnificent 
sweep,  and  all  see  the  strange  phenomenon 
of  a  being  in  human  shape  moving  in  its 
own  glory. 

All  hold  breath  and  are  astonished  at 
the  vision,  but  many  are  glad  when  Ma- 
Mylitta  becomes  once  more  invisible. 

Madame  Reine  is  moved  to  tears. 

''  It  touches  my  soul,''  says  she. 

Dr  Riddle  whispers  Professor  Fon- 
blanque, — 

*'  If  this  mysterious  being  spends  its  store 
of  radio-energy  so  prodigally  it'll  never  last 
out  the  allotted  ninety  days.  Do  you  know 
any  means  of  replenishing  it  ?  " 

''  None  whatever,  but  I  will  warn  her.'* 
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*'  What  could  we  do  with  such  a  being  if 
stranded  on  Earth  ?  '* 

The  professor  shakes  his  head. 

''  Earth  is  fatal  to  immortality/'  says  he, 
sadly. 

[This  chapter  was  in  type  before  Mr  Balfour  found 
himself  free  to  seek  immortality  in  literature,  un- 
fettered by  the  carking  cares  of  official  life  in  Parlia- 
ment. Many  there  are  who  rejoice  at  the  prospective 
gain  to  philosophic  thought. — Author's  Note.] 


CHAPTER  XIII 

Madame   Reine   is   excited  with   strange 

mystical  fears  which  there  is  no  time  to 

analyse,  and  she  is  also  shocked  at  the  want 

of    emotion    around    her.     Some    of    the 

women  paled  and  looked  frightened  when 

the  Immortal  became  invisible,  but  they 

recovered  quickly  and  smiled  at  each  other, 

gathering  up  their  skirts  the  while,   and 

were  ready  to  depart  now  that  the  show  is 

over.     For  the  majority  it  is  nothing  more 

than  a  ''  show,''  the  presence  of  an  Immortal 

from  another  world  suggesting  few  ideas 

beyond  its  novelty.     Dear  Lady  Gerard  is 

much  to  be  thanked,  certainly,  for  providing 

the   unique   spectacle,   is   the   one   visible 

expression;   and  so  little  deeper  or  more 

worthy  is  to  be  noted  that  Madame  Reine 

finds   herself   wondering   whether   English 

women  when  dressed  up  for  Society  gather- 
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ings  are  capable  of  genuine  emotion.  What 
kind  of  education  is  it  which  robs  souls  of 
awe  and  fear  and  wonder  ?  For  her  own 
part,  she  looks  around  to  see  if  there  is 
someone  whom  she  can  embrace  and  sit  by 
the  side  of  with  clasped  hands,  thinking 
thoughts  too  deep  for  words.  She  sees  no 
one,  and  passes  through  the  crowd,  too 
pre-occupied  to  be  pleased  at  the  kindly- 
curious  glances  bestowed  upon  her. 

Madame  Reine  retires  prepared  to  pass 
a  restless  night.  What  she  has  witnessed 
excites  her  imagination  strangely.  To  be 
able  to  Hft  one's  self  at  will,  bodily— if 
anything  so  diaphanous  and  spirituelle  in 
human  form  can  rightly  be  spoken  of  as 
body — above  all  mundane  things,  and  sweep 
the  firmament  with  strong  pinion  in  a  cloud 
of  glory,  lifts  her  beyond  her  waking  self 
and  into  the  realm  of  dreams,  the  delicious 
dreams  of  yesterday.  She  loves  those 
dreams  now  she  is  famous,  for  they  are  to 
her  soul  as  the  cool  fresh  dew  of  early  morn 
upon  her  brow  when  still  burning  with  the 
triumphs  of  the  night. 
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Now  she  is  alone  everything  at  Lady 
Gerard's  disappears  except  the  large  eyes 
which  first  startled  her  with  their  cold, 
unsympathetic  sweep,  and  then  held  her 
fascinated  by  their  clear,  profound  depths, 
in  which  the  past  lay  perdu,  but  quick  with 
life  and  consequence.     Madame  is  sure  that 
La  Celeste  is  no  illusion;  no  illusion,  she 
tells  herself,  would  keep  her  wakeful  now, 
searching  the  deep  recesses  of  memory  for 
the  pure  scenes  of  innocent  childhood  long 
faded     from    recollection.      No     illusion ! 
The  old  memories  are  too  precious  because 
of  their  purity  and  the  contrasts  they  offer 
to  the  actualities  of  life,  and  no  trick  of 
fancy  would  make  her  now,  in  the  full  tide 
of  success,  suddenly  bring  herself  to  judg- 
ment and  make  her  live  over  again  the  days 
when  she  could  have  looked  steadily  into 
the   Immortal's  eyes   and  seen  no   dread 
vision.     ''  Mon  dieu  !  and  is  it  the  penalty 
of  success  on  earth  to  lose  touch  of  la 
celeste  ?  ''  she  murmurs. 

Ma-Mylitta,  with  the  long  white  wings, 
brings  back  to  life  the  mystical  scenes  of 
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long  ago  in  her  peasant  home,  when  the 
happy  illusions  of  fairyland  were  as  drops 
of  honey  from  Paradise  to  keep  the  flutter- 
ing soul  alive.  These  blessed  days  are 
gone,  and  now,  at  the  very  height  of  fame, 
moving  in  adoring  circles,  she  tells  herself 
she  would  give  all,  all,  to  be  able  to  return 
once  more  to  cold  and  hunger  and  visions 
of  la  celeste  between  the  droppings  of  hot 
tears.  Passionate  tears  then,  what  were 
they  ?     But  now  ! 

The  dawn  finds  the  great  actress  restless 
and  moaning,  and  the  one  tragedy  of  her 
life — she  thinks  it  so  now — looming  larger 
and  larger  before  her.  It  is  always  so,  she 
tells  herself,  when  she  is  weakest.  Nature 
is  cowardly,  she  says,  so  to  revenge  herself, 
but  it  is  her  way,  treacherous  and  tigerish, 
to  torture  the  weak  in  solitude  ! 

**  Mon  Dieu  !  Mais  vous  etes  cruel  de  ne 
permettre  pas  le  mort  de  mourir/'  says  she, 
sinking  at  last  from  exhaustion.  If  she 
could  but  weep  now  the  cool,  refreshing 
tears  of  yesterday. 

Madame  pours  a  few  drops  into  a  small 
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crystal  glass  with  water.  Then  she  writes, 
and  tosses  the  scrap  of  paper  on  the  table 
for  her  maid, — 

''  If  you  find  me  very  ill,  send  for  Fon- 
blanque/' 


CHAPTER  XIV 

*'  But  for  the  promptness  of  your  maid 
Annette  the  consequences  would  have  been 
serious/'  says  Professor  Fonblanque. 

''  Ahj  I  have  so  often  warned  madame  ! 
Who  can  count  drops  in  the  dark  ?  And 
I  say  now  it  will  be  safer  for  the  professor 
to  put  each  dose  in  a  separate  phial.'' 
Annette  speaks  with  habitual  freedom,  and 
jerks  one  cap  string  over  her  shoulder  by 
way  of  emphasis. 

*'  You  are  always  right,  my  friend/'  says 
Madame  Reine,  languidly.  Always  pale  in 
the  morning,  madame  looks  the  invalid  now. 

Annette  re-arranges  the  soft  cushions. 

'*  I  am  better  now.  And,  Annette,  my 
friend,  I  would  be  alone  with  the  professor 
for  a  little  while." 

*'  I  have  more  than  once  warned  you," 

the  professor  commences. 

''  I  know,  dear  friend,  but  what  is  one 
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to  do  when  in  misery  ?  Is  life  not  possible 
on  earth  without  misery ;  or  is  misery  the 
law,  and  happiness  the  accident,  of  being  ? 
Why  did  I  look  into  immortal  eyes  in  which 
there  is  no  forget  fulness  and  awaken  within 
myself  that  which  I  would  forget  ?  Ah, 
me  !  '' 

*'  There  is  great  need  for  forgetfulness  in 
this  world,''  says  Professor  Fonblanque, 
sympathetically.  His  pale  face  flushes  as 
he  adds,  ''  The  happiness  of  men  and 
women  largely  consists  in  forgetting.  I 
know  it  well,  and  that  is  why  my  anodyne 
is  so  much  in  request.'' 

''  Not  for  forgetfulness  alone,  and  the 
ease  which  comes  from  oblivion,  but  for 
the  new  life  which  comes  in  dreams.  Oh, 
my  dear  friend,  could  I  but  live  for  ever  in 
the  beautiful  illusions  which  have  filled  my 
soul !  Why  did  Annette  disturb  me  ;  and 
why  did  you  bring  me  back  to  memory  and 
pain  ?  " 

''  The  Immortals  have  learned  the  secret 
of  forgetfulness  without  impairing  their 
reason,  and  I  would  I  knew  it,"  says  the 
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professor,  referring  to  Ma-Mylitta's  bath  of 
Oblivion. 

'*  Surely  eternity  could  never  be  endured 
unless  one  could  forget  sometimes/'  says 
madame,  sadly. 

''  Ma-Mylitta  says  time  counts  by  cycles 
of  one  thousand  years  in  Muran,  and  that 
it  is  the  custom  for  an  Immortal  to  take  a 
bath  of  Oblivion  once  in  every  cycle.  The 
bath  is  a  subtle  gas,  I  think,  which  destroys 
the  recollection  of  past  events  but  leaves 
the  memory  unimpaired  for  new  impres- 
sions.'' 

''  There  is  mercy  in  the  idea,  and  why 
may  not  such  mercy  come  to  Earth,  when 
so  many  millions  of  the  wretched  crave  for 
it  ?  The  waters  of  Lethe  !  Ah,  my  friend, 
but  one  must  die  first.  Why  cannot  there 
be  oblivion  and  life  ?  " 

''It  is  interesting  to  learn  at  first  hand 
what  happens  elsewhere.  It  puts  us  on 
inquiry.  As  I  understand,  this  bath  of 
Oblivion  is  not  obligatory,  but  the  Immortal 
Murani  find  it  a  relief  to  purge  their  minds 
and  begin  hfe  afresh — to  be  more  accurate. 
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to  begin  life's  experience  afresh.  The  plan 
has  conveniences  and  seems  to  suit  the 
Murani  constitution,  though  it  appears 
there  are  exceptions;  for  instance,  the 
Recorder  of  the  Chronicles  has  not  taken  a 
bath  for  many  thousands  of  years — his 
office  needs  remembrance/' 

''  Great  heaven  !  He  must  be  happy,  or 
he  could  not  endure  the  burden.  My  dear 
professor,  fancy  a  poor  mortal  with  ten 
thousand  years  of  memory  upon  his 
shoulders  !  " 

"  You  have  touched  the  pith  of  the 
matter,  madame.  The  conditions  of  life 
amongst  the  Immortals  are  different." 

''  The  hourly  sum  of  misery  here  is  so 
great  that  no  human  soul  could  bear  exist- 
ence for  a  week  but  for  the  merciful  forget- 
fulness  obtained  in  sleep — divine  sleep. 
The  hidden  tragedy  of  my  own  heart  makes 
me  wretched  when  I  remember." 

Madame  Reine  rises  from  her  cushions. 

*'  Be  tranquil,  my  dear  madame,  or  I 
summon  Annette.  Oh,  yes,  I  know  the 
story  ;  but  you  cannot  forget  in  this  world 
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as  in  Muran  after  the  bath  of  Oblivion 
without  destroying  the  intellect,  and  if 
madame's  intellect  were  clouded  the  gaiety 
of  nations  would  suffer  an  eclipse/' 

'*  Ah,  professor,  you  know  I  am  a 
woman." 

'*  Yes,  I  know,  and  knowing,  say  you 
must  not  too  often  seek  the  aid  of  my 
science.  I  warn  you  not  to  rely  on  me  too 
much.'' 

*'  You  are  so  good,  but  the  temptation 
is  great.  What  there  is  in  your  anodyne 
I  do  not  know  but  its  effects  are  magical. 
I  forget,  I  escape  from  pain,  and  I  revel  in 
a  new  life — the  life  that  should  have  been. 
Mon  Dieu  I  But  why  may  I  not  continue 
the  dream  for  ever  ?  " 

'*  More  illusion." 

'*  No,  no,  not  illusion ;  or,  if  illusion, 
then  the  only  reality,  for  it  enables  me  to 
support  the  dreary  burdens  of  existence. 
If  that  be  illusion,  blessed  be  it." 

The  hectic  spots  on  the  professor's  cheeks 
show  the  interest  excited  in  him  and  the 
effort  it  costs  him  not  to  utter  the  words 
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uppermost  in  his  mind.  He  notes  the 
growing  excitement  of  his  patient  and 
would  check  it ;  but  the  sluice  gates  of 
speech  are  open  now  for  a  while  and  she  will 
not  be  restrained. 

"  Why  should  I  not/'  she  asks,  *'  continue 
my  dream,  and  pass  from  one  reality  to 
another  until  I  die  ?  Surely  there  should 
be  no  room  in  life  for  memories  which  wing 
their  way  in  darkness,  striking  terror 
to  the  soul.  Why  should  hateful  memory 
survive  when  the  hated  thing  is  done  and 
buried  ?  '' 

''  Be  tranquil,  my  dear  madame.  It 
would  be  possible,  I  know  it  well,  for  you 
to  live  the  remainder  of  your  days  passing 
from  dream  to  dream,  and  so  dwelling  in 
the  atmosphere  in  which  you  think  now 
you  can  find  the  greatest  happiness.  But 
then,  what  would  become  of  Madame  Reine 
the  great  actress  ?     Ah  !  '' 

''  But  for  the  tragedy  of  my  life  I  should 
not  have  been  Madame  Reine.  When  I  am 
under  your  blessed  anodyne,  living  in  illu- 
sion, I  am  no  longer  Madame  Reine,  it  is 
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true,  but  I  am  happy — happy  with  Pierre  ; 
Hving  an  idylHc  Hfe  with  Pierre,  my  Pierre, 
whom  I  abandoned  in  my  rage  and  mocked 
in  death.  Yes,  I  know  all  that  would  have 
been  ;  I  have  lived  it  through  the  night, 
that  delicious  other  life  on  earth,  and  I  have 
seen  grow  up  around  me  my  children,  and 
I  have  felt  the  warm  tears  and  kisses  of 
the  little  ones,  and  their  tiny  hands  seeking, 
seeking  ever  in  my  bosom.  I  should  have 
been  Jeanne  Coquehn,  the  wife  of  Pierre 
Coquelin,  the  miller,  and  these  my  children. 
And  I  am  Madame  Reine,  actress,  childless  ! 
Have  pity  upon  me,  professor,  and  supply 
me  plentifully  with  your  magic  anodyne,  so 
that  I  may  shake  off  the  dread  realities  of 
life,  and  live  !  " 

Professor  Fonblanque  places  his  hand 
upon  his  patient's  arm,  and  looks  into  her 
eyes  with  the  compassionate  sympathy 
which  gives  him  so  much  control.  ''  No, 
no,  madame,"  says  he,  *'  it  is  not  for  you 
to  live  in  the  land  of  shadows,  one  long 
dream  just  to  escape  the  memory  of  one 
regretful  act.     If  you  had  married  Pierre, 
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the  miller's  son,  your  life  at  the  mill  would 
probably  not  have  been  what  you  now 
think  it  would  have  been.  Pierre  was  only 
a  clod,  and  do  you  think  you  would  ever 
have  settled  down  in  the  little  mill  by  the 
side  of  the  sluggish  stream  like  some  meek 
animal  carrying  burdens — you,  the  living 
tempest  when  the  soul  is  moved  ?  No,  no, 
madame,  the  tragedy  came  when  it  should, 
andjyou  are  the  great  tragedienne.  And 
your  husband  ?  " 

''  Monsieur  ?  Oh,  yes,  I  had  done  him 
the  honour  to  forget  him/' 

Then  there  will  be  no  second  tragedy  ?  '' 
With  monsieur,  my  husband,  and  for 
me  ?     No." 

''  And  you  play  to-night  ?  ' 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

'*  If  you  feel  strong  enough,  I  see  no 
reason.  On  the  contrary,  it  will  be  a 
distraction  from  present  thoughts.'* 

''  Will  you  bring  La  Celeste  ?  " 

"  Her  presence  may  disturb  you." 

''  On  the  stage,  no.  It  is  not  there  that 
even    an  Immortal's    eyes  can  wake  dis- 
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turbing  memories.  No,  there  I  am  the 
mistress  of  my  destiny.  Let  La  Celeste 
come,  and  when  she  returns  to  the  Im- 
mortals she  may  say,  '  I  have  seen  Madame 
Reine.'  " 

Then  Annette  is  summoned. 

*'  Is  it  true,'*  she  asks  the  professor, 
"  that  le  bon  Dieu  has  sent  a  blessed  angel 
upon  earth  to  warn  people  to  confess  their 
sins  ?  '' 

''  The  inhabitant  of  another  planet  is  on 
a  short  visit  to  Earth,  which  is  a  great 
honour;  but  I  don't  know  of  any  special 
commission  relating  to  confession.  You 
can  always  be  a  good  girl,  Annette,  and 
look  well  after  your  mistress." 

''  Monsieur  is  very  good,  and  I  am  very 
happy,"  says  Annette,  curtseying. 


CHAPTER  XV 

The  Beautiful  Evil  at  the  New  Olympus, 
Madame  Reine  as  Claire,  the  incarnate 
temptress.  The  curtain  rises  upon  a  full 
house,  upon  a  thousand  or  so  in  the  boxes 
and  stalls  and  circle,  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
house  packed  with  eager,  expectant  faces, 
just  now  well  satisfied  with  the  fionflons  of 
the  orchestra. 

The  great  actress  comes  on  early  in  the 
piece,  so  the  smart  people  who  have  dined 
well  are  in  the  fauteuils,  resting  from  their 
labours,  exhaling  the  mixed  bouquets  of 
white  wines  and  red,  mixing  naturally 
enough  with  the  prevailing  perfumes  of 
their  fair  neighbours  with  gleaming  white 
shoulders  and  costly  gems  dazzling  in  the 
artificial  lights.  Everywhere  homage  in 
anticipation  to  the  favourite  actress,  and 
everywhere  the  superabundance  of  animal 
life  and  high  spirits  glows  like  kindling 
firewood. 


142  A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM 

The  scene  opens  in  the  fine  garden  of  an 
old  chateau  in  France,  in  which  an  EngHsh 
gentleman  lives  in  seclusion,  plotting  the 
disgrace  and  ruin  of  a  young  relative  in 
England  who  has  just  entered  on  political 
life,  with  all  the  stars  in  their  courses 
fighting  in  his  favour.  The  recluse,  in  his 
library,  lets  the  audience  into  dark  secrets 
with  so  much  earnestness  and  passion,  and 
he  is  so  self-convinced,  that  a  contagious 
sympathy  spreads  from  stall  to  circle,  and 
from  circle  to  gallery.  The  young  man 
must  be  ruined  and  disgraced  before  his 
twenty-fifth  birthday.  But  how  ?  He 
counts  upon  his  fingers  the  various  ways  in 
which  the  young  men  of  the  century  go 
headlong  to  Gehenna.  But  there  must  be 
a  tool.  No,  no,  he  himself  must  not  ap- 
pear ;  and  the  tool  must  be  of  fine  quality. 
Where  is  it  to  be  found  ? 

The  recluse  rises  and  walks  towards  the 
window  ;  and  in  every  act  and  movement 
is  the  finished  gentleman  ;  and  so  fastidious 
is  he  that  one  doubts  him  capable  of  set 
purpose — strenuous,  implacable  and  cruel. 
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He  flicks  a  feather  from  his  sleeve,  and 
blows  a  moth  gently  through  the  open 
window,  before  descending  into  the  garden. 

And  in  the  garden  the  recluse  seeks  an 
allee  so  sacred  to  contemplation  that  the 
gardener  avoids  it  when  the  fine  gentleman 
is  moving ;  and  in  his  walk  he  suddenly 
encounters  a  young  woman  carrying  an 
infant.  The  trespasser  is  Claire — Claire 
worn  and  sad  and  travel-stained,  her  mag- 
nificent black  hair  hanging  in  disorder,  and 
subdued  lights  in  eyes  ready  enough  to 
flash  volcanic  fire.  The  recluse,  at  first 
offended,  sends  away  the  panting  servant 
from  the  lodge,  who  begs  ten  thousand 
pardons  of  milord  for  allowing  the  intrusion 
on  his  privacy. 

This  young  woman  with  an  infant  gives 
birth  to  an  idea  ;  and  in  the  garden  scene 
which  follows  Claire,  under  all  the  disadvan- 
tages, shows  education  and  refinement,  and 
seductive  wit  allied  with  passion  and  fixed 
purpose.  Her  story  is  short.  A  young 
Englishman,  the  cadet  of  a  good  family, 
has  played  her  false,  and  she,  cutting  herself 
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adrift  from  family  and  friends,  has  wandered 
where  she  is  unknown,  determined  on  a 
grand  revenge,  if  such  be  possible.  The 
infant  lies  on  the  turf,  and  Claire,  excited, 
wins  the  silent  admiration  of  the  recluse. 
Has  he  not  under  his  hand  the  very  tool 
he  wants  for  the  ruin  of  Philip  ?  He  takes 
her  to  the  chateau. 

The  curtain  falls  on  an  audience  well 
satisfied  with  Claire's  capacity  for  working 
the  irremediable  ruin  of  some  young  man 
(not  yet  seen),  but  who  is  working  his  way 
upwards  in  the  honourable  paths  of  public 
life,  and  ignorant  of  what  is  being  plotted 
against  him  in  the  South  of  France  by  a 
relative  whom  he  scarcely  knows,  and  a 
young  woman  of  whose  existence  he  is 
absolutely  ignorant.  The  audience  has 
already  caught  the  sinister  meaning  of  the 
title  of  the  play,  The  Beautiful  Evil,  and  is 
on  the  alert  for  developments. 

The  Immortal  looks  upon  the  house  from 
a  private  box  and  notes  the  flush  of  interest, 
slight  enough  at  first,  increase  and  spread, 
whilst  she  is  unmoved  by  fear,  or  doubt,  or 
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expectation.  Professor  Fonblanque  by  her 
side  waits  for  questions  which  never  come 
from  those  strange  Hps.  And  he  thinks, 
all  this  is  enigma  to  one  who  has  had  no 
experience  of  human  life  ;  but  we  shall  see 
directly. 

The  curtain  rises,  and  Philip  is  intro- 
duced, working  in  his  room  ;  a  messenger 
brings  him  a  letter  from  the  First  Minister 
of  the  day,  offering  him  the  vacant  post  of 
assistant  secretary  to  a  Government  de- 
partment. Philip  is  twenty-three  now,  and 
the  honour  is  unexpected.  When  alone 
Philip  re-reads  the  precious  letter  with 
unmixed  joy,  and  his  hand  trembles  with 
genuine  emotion.  He  advances  to  the 
footlights,  and  makes  a  good  impression 
by  his  cultured  yet  manly  bearing,  and  the 
natural  manner  in  which  he  wears  his  heart 
upon  his  sleeve  when  penning  a  note  to 
the  Lady  Gwendolen,  whom  he  hopes  to 
marry  on  reaching  the,  for  him,  most 
critical  age  of  twenty-five.  Who  can  see 
the  shadow  of  disgrace  upon  that  face  ? 
Enters  Lionel,  the  self-indulgent  cousin  of 
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Lady  Gwendolen,  home  at  last  from  long 
travel — the  rollicking  devil-may-care,  brim- 
ming over  with  good  stories  of  sports  and 
loves  in  many  lands.  ''  A  new  bonnet,  and 
away  !  ah,  ah,  dear  boy !  Had  some  trouble 
in  France,  though.  Real  volcano.  Tell  you 
another  time.  So  glad  youVe  been  made 
something.     Wouldn't  suit  me,  ta-ta.*' 

A  very  different  scene  takes  place  in  a 
little  bijou  villa  in  London  where  Claire 
resides,  discreetly  educating  herself  for  the 
part  which  she  is  to  play.  She  steps  from 
the  conservatory  to  meet  the  recluse  and 
the  house  is  ravished  ;  in  two  brief  years 
Claire  has,  by  careful  training,  become  a 
splendid  tool  for  the  accomplishment  of  a 
sinister  and  hellish  purpose.  Philip,  the 
rising  young  politician,  the^soul  of  honour, 
the  accepted  lover  of  the  Lady  Gwendolen, 
is  within  two  years  (before  his  fatal  twenty- 
fifth  birthday)  to  fall  from  his  high  estate, 
robbed  of  honour  and  disinherited.  And 
Claire  is  to  accomplish  this  by  the  mere 
force  of  seductive  beauty.  The  recluse, 
subtle,  refined  and  purposeful,  looks  critic- 
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ally  upon  Claire  with  the  satisfaction  of  an 
artist  with  a  chef-d'  oeuvre  soon  to  be  ex- 
hibited. Claire  was  won  to  his  purpose  at 
the  old  chateau,  and  she  is  to  wreck  upon 
Philip,  whom  she  has  never  yet  seen,  the 
deadly  injury  which  she  would  wreck  upon 
Lionel— the  gay,  false,  traitorous  Lionel — ■ 
who  has  done  her  such  scathe. 

''  Body  and  soul  you  are  my  instrument, 
working  my  will,  never  faltering.' ' 

''  Never.  Look  into  my  soul  and 
doubt.'' 

Claire  unbares  her  bosom  and  stands 
confessed,  the  Beautiful  Evil.  A  shudder 
passes  through  the  house,  and  there  is  even 
pity  for  the  innocent  Philip,  foredoomed 
to  destruction. 

The  Immortal  looks  calmly  on. 

The  third  act  shows  the  working  of  the 
spell,  the  sorceries  by  which  Philip  is  led, 
step  by  step,  struggling,  repenting,  falling- 
falling  deeper  after  each  struggle  against 
invisible  toils,  but  never  losing  his  love  of 
truth  and  honour.  And  Claire  worms  from 
him  Government  secrets  of  the  first  import- 
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ance,  and  whilst  he  sleeps  in  her  luxurious 
chamber,  copies  public  documents  rifled 
from  his  custody.  And  the  recluse,  he 
knows  what  to  do  with  them.  Clerks  are 
suspended  and  dismissed,  and  then  the 
finger  of  suspicion  is  levelled  against  Philip. 
The  fatal  twenty-fifth  birthday  approaches 
and  events  happen  with  feverish  haste. 
The  fair  Lady  Gwendolen  plays  the  part  of 
the  good  angel,  infusing  moral  oxygen  in 
the  empoisoned  air,  but  Claire,  beautifully 
voluptuous,  seductively  triumphant,  hovers 
over  him,  her  black,  passionate  eyes  scorch- 
ing the  poor  remnants  of  her  victim's  soul. 
When  Philip  is  too  weak  for  further  resist- 
ance, his  political  career  destroyed.  Lady 
Gwendolen  abroad,  the  gay  Lionel  in  close 
attendance  upon  her,  his  splendid  fortune 
imperilled  by  the  terms  of  an  old  aunt's 
will,  nothing  left  to  him  but  a  small  estate, 
then  comes  the  end.  Claire  confesses  that 
it  is  she — she,  the  Succubus,  who  has 
drained  his  purse,  his  honour  and  his  soul. 
Now  he  is  free.  Will  he  take  his  freedom  ? 
The  Immortal  is  interested  now.     Pro- 
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fessor  Fonblanque  notes  the  agitation  of 
her  wings. 

'*  Pray  don't  draw  attention  to  our  box/' 
he  whispers. 

PhiUp  reels  Hke  a  drunken  man  under  the 
blow,  but  recovers,  and  there  is  hope  that 
at  this  supreme  moment  he  will  rise  at  least 
to  the  dignity  of  an  assassin  ;  but  he  is 
sapless,  and  what  he  has  of  life  and  fortune 
left  he  lays  at  Claire's  feet.  But  Claire 
mocks, — 

''  I  have  a  son,  a  bastard  in  France,  the 
son  of  Lionel,  my  betrayer,  and  now  the 
lover  of  your  Lady  Gwendolen." 

*'  I'll  take  him  also,"  says  Philip. 

And  again  Claire  mocks,  and  yet  again, 
consuming  all  that  is  living  of  the  man, 
until  the  helpless,  hopeless  stare  of  im- 
becility comes  from  his  eyes. 

The  curtain  falls  upon  the  triumph  of  the 
BEAUTIFUL  EVIL. 

The  house  rings  with  applause,  the 
curtain  rises,  and  Madame  Reine  receives 
her  nightly  incense  from  men  willing  to 
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stake  their  all  to  lay  their  heads  in  the  lap 
of  the  sorceress. 

And  the  Immortal  ? 

''  Do  you  think  the  fair  daughters  of  men 
could  have  so  magnetised  the  sons  of  Muran 
that  they  remained  on  Earth  and  lost  their 
immortality  ?  '*  she  calmly  asks. 

*'  The  question  is  too  deep  for  me.  But 
love,  love  on  Earth  is  a  great  mystery  still 
to  mortals.  Perhaps  Immortals  must  come 
to  Earth  to  learn  it/'  responds  the  professor. 

Ma-MyUtta  is  silent. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

Some  wretched  constituent  has  been  worry- 
ing Sir  John  Gerard,  or  the  ''  whips  ''  have 
caught  him  napping  when  he  should  have 
been  playing  ''  follow  my  leader ''  through 
one  door  and  out  of  the  other — ''  Ayes''  to 
the  right,  ''Noes'*  to  the  left;  so  he  has 
what  her  ladyship  grimly  calls  his  ''  lobby- 
temper"  when  he  comes  down  to  dinner. 

''  Don't  be  surprised  if  Sir  John  says  any- 
thing rude  about  something  or  somebody/' 
says  her  ladyship  to  Mrs  Balmayn  on  the 
stairs. 

Sir  John  doesn't  want  to  be  rude;  has 
let  off  steam  by  giving  his  man  notice  to 
quit  twice  within  five  minutes,  and  has 
swallowed  two  ''  pegs "  whilst  dressing. 
The  anodynes  are  not  quite  successful,  and 
he  is  still  sore  because  of  the  chaff  he  has 
had  to  take  smilingly  about  the  fair  Im- 
mortal   in   feathers    and   radium.     If    the 
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Thingumbob  had  only  called  itself  a  he 
thing  ;  but  a  she  thing  which  is  something 
and  nothing,  under  the  roof  of  Sir  John  who 
professes  to  have  a  keen  eye  for  feminine 
points,  may  become  trying  to  the  temper. 
And  Sir  John  has  been  tried  to-day  by 
flippant  suggestions  and  hints  as  to  the  need 
of  introducing  clauses  into  the  new  Aliens 
Bill,  prohibiting  Immortals,  black  or  white, 
with  or  without  tails,  the  rights  of  domicile 
or  asylum  in  Great  Britain. 

'*  And  there's  sense  in  the  banter,"  says 
Sir  John,  relieved  at  finding  that  Ma-Mylitta 
has  gone  off  to  the  New  Olympus  with 
Professor  Fonblanque.  *'  Just  think^  Bal- 
mayn,  what  earthly  good  is  an  Immortal 
upon  Earth  that  neither  eats,  drinks  nor 
sleeps,  and  has  no  vices.  Where's  the  good 
for  trade  ?  Why,  a  good,  healthy  vice,  my 
boy-" 

''  Makes  the  money  fly.  I  know  it  well, 
Sir  John,"  says  her  ladyship  in  a  tone  which 
gives  the  observation  a  personal  application, 
and  makes  the  honourable  gentleman  pull 
up  short  with  a, — 
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**  By  gad,  Balmayn,  it's  no  good  talking 
before  women.     We'll  have  it  out  directly." 

Sir  John  professes  to  be  uneasy  as  to  the 
future.  Suppose  this,  whatever  it  is,  should 
overstay  its  ninety  days'  leave,  and  the 
radio-active  something  necessary  to  take  it 
back  to  Muran  should  become  weakened 
or  exhausted,  what's  to  happen  ?  An  in- 
vasion of  shadows  from  another  sphere  with 
nothing  to  sell  and  no  money  to  buy  with, 
strikes  Sir  John's  practical  mind  as  some- 
thing undesirable  and  may  undermine  some- 
thing, not  yet  determined,  in  the  British 
Constitution.  Sir  John  prides  himself  on 
being  a  great  stickler  for  the  British  Con- 
stitution, always  referred  to  with  rhetorical 
flourish  ;  and  he  has  compiled  for  ready 
use  facts  and  figures  proving  incontestably 
that  an  English  pound  sterling  is  worth 
more  than  any  other  pound  sterling  in  all 
creation.  The  British  Constitution,  firmly 
based  upon  the  pound  sterling,  is  Sir  John's 
politico- economic  creed  in  a  nutshell ;  and 
he  finds  it  a  little  rough  on  himself  to  be 
chaffed  and  badgered  at  Westminster  and 
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the  clubs  about  pauper  aliens  from  some 
distant  spheres  who  might  be  found  to  be 
very  discreditable,  if  one  only  knew  more 
about  them. 

'*  It  is  only  a  short  visit/'  says  Balmayn, 
soothingly. 

"  A  ninety  days*  bill  and  no  renewal/' 
adds  Sir  John,  with  satisfaction. 

*'  We  lose  nothing,  and  may  gain  if  Ma- 
Mylitta  makes  a  favourable  report.  She 
says  there  is  between  many  of  the  planets 
a  system  of  intercommunication,  and  on 
her  return  someone  may  be  commissioned 
to  come  and  teach  us  the  secret.  Who 
knows  what  may  follow  ?  We  are  being 
exploited.  Sir  John,  and  it  may  be  that 
what  we  see  darkly,  or  not  at  all,  may  be 
made  clear  in  the  near  future.'' 

*'  Yaar,  yaar,"  comes  from  Sir  John  en- 
couragingly, his  irritation  vanishing  ;  and 
he  makes  a  mental  note  of  the  young 
Colonial's  point  for  future  use. 

*'  We  don't  know  what  wealth  there  may 
be  in  the  now  invisible,  or  what  happiness 
we  pass  by  because  we  cannot  see  it,"  says 
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Mrs  Balmayn  with  the  strange  Ught  in  her 
eyes  that  always  puzzles  her  ladyship's 
practical  mind.  Then  she  adds,  **  Love 
and  sympathy  are,  I  fancy,  indigenous  to 
Earth.  I  would  not  have  as  cold  a  heart 
as  Ma-Mylitta  for  a  universe/' 

Lady  Gerard's  eyes  have  a  kindly  look  in 
them,  and  then  they  moisten.  ''  You  are 
right,  my  dear,  the  Immortals  must  come 
to  Earth  to  suffer." 

*'  Well  ?  "  asks  Sir  John,  pulling  up  his 
shirt  collar. 

"  And  then  they  may  know  what  is  meant 
by  sympathy  and  love." 

Lady  Gerard  announces  that  she  has 
accepted  invitations  for  Mrs  Montem 
Brille's  garden-party. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

Marchmont  garden-parties  in  royal  July 
are  more  than  charming  and  do  credit  to 
Mrs  Montem  Brille's  genius  and  her  hus- 
band's purse.  People  never  tire  of  going 
to  Marchmont  during  the  season — there  is 
always  some  fresh  delight  to  be  found  there, 
some  new  and  original  audacity  provided, 
which,  having  no  name,  always  creates  a 
sensation.  Mrs  Montem  Brille's  ''  sparkles*' 
of  to-day  were  sure  to  be  eclipsed  by  herself 
to-morrow,  and  every  new  combination  re- 
quired a  new-coined  word  to  describe  it. 

Mrs  Montem  Brille  adores  sensations,  and 
exhausts  herself  in  providing  them,  and  is 
never  so  happy  as  in  the  Marchmont  gardens 
with  young  life  around  her  in  an  atmosphere 
perfumed  and  gay.  The  advent  of  an  Im- 
mortal in  feathers,  or  nothing  at  all,  affords 

an  opportunity  not  to  be  missed,  and  she 
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besieges  Lady  Gerard  with  the  pertinacity 
of  a  Japanese  general. 

''  If  the  Immortal  wants  to  '  read,  mark, 
learn  and  inwardly  digest/  a  garden-party 
is  the  very  place.  Leave  it  to  me,  my  dear 
Lady  Gerard,  I'll  see  that  there  are  '  fair 
daughters  of  men  '  enough,  and  men  enough 
dancing  in  attendance,  to  provide  your 
strange  guest  with  something  to  think  about 
in  this  world,  or  any  other  for  that  matter.'' 
So  Mrs  Montem  Brille,  who  sails  away 
triumphantly,  after  gaining  her  point. 

Mrs  Montem  Brille  has  the  happy  knack 
of  always  appearing  in  public  to  advantage, 
and  is  sure  of  flattering  mention  by  the  lady 
chroniclers  of  fashionable  events  for  a 
certain  originality  of  costume,  giving 
piquancy,  or  dash,  or  an  indefinite  some- 
thing to  mere  richness  of  material.  Edu- 
cated and  travelled,  Mrs  Montem  Brille 
often  says  things  as  worthy  of  note  as  her 
dresses,  but  wanting  malice  they  are  un- 
recorded, and  her  hold  on  Society  rests  upon 
daring  originality  in  costume. 

Marchmont   has    a   reputation    and    an 
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atmosphere.  Innocent  flirtations  ripen 
into  love  in  its  exquisite  gardens,  full  of 
retreats  for  tender  confidences  and  serious 
proposals.  The  match  of  the  previous 
season  was  really  settled  in  the  bower 
covered  with  climbing  roses  and  laurel- 
shaded  ;  and  the  ground  is  consecrate  to 
young  hearts  willing  to  hear  sweet  proposals 
from  masculine  lips. 

Mr  Montem  Brille  lives  in  a  sphere  in 
which  fractions  count  for  much  in  a  deal, 
and  as  he  is  seldom  seen  at  Society  functions 
it  is  understood  that  his  one  pleasure  in  life 
is  the  making  of  money  for  his  wife  to  spend. 
Without  knowing  it,  the  owner  of  March- 
mont  is  very  popular  amongst  ladies  whose 
lords  take  a  very  different  view  of  the 
eternal  fitness  of  things,  and  vote  him 
"  fool ''  whenever  his  name  is  mentioned 
as  a  good  example  for  imitation.  It  is 
sometimes  whispered  that  the  man  is  happy 
though  married,  and  some  sort  of  colour  is 
given  to  the  Society  legend  when  Mrs 
Montem  Brille  is  heard  to  say,  ''It  is  not 
always  gloom  upon  earth/' 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

''  All  great  people  make  little  speeches  on 
occasion/'  says  Mrs  Montem  Brille,  flushed 
with  success  at  securing  the  presence  of  the 
Immortal  at  Marchmont.  She  is  a  little 
tremulous,  too,  when  adding,  ''  Would  you 
mind  saying  a  few  words  ?  Anything  will 
do,  you  know.  Say  something  about  your- 
self ;  we  all  like  that  sort  of  thing/' 

There  is  a  great  crowd  upon  the  terrace  this 
splendid  July  afternoon,  and  every  variety 
of  feminine  costume  is  worn  in  honour  of 
the  occasion.  The  men  dancing  attendance 
are  as  radiant  as  may  be,  but  are  dun- 
ducketty-brown-coloured  and  lustreless  by 
way  of  contrast.  And  Ma-Mylitta,  hiding 
her  wings  under  a  Japanese  kimono,  stands 
head  and  shoulders  above  the  crowd,  her 
glorious  hair  topped  by  a  hat  as  divine  as 
Bond  Street  can  fashion  it. 

*'  Our  immortal  visitor  will  make  us  a 
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little  speech/'  says  Mrs  Montem  Brille, 
thrilling  with  excitement. 

A  flutter  of  fans,  and  twirling  of  sun- 
shades, and  clapping  of  hands  follows  the 
announcement,  and  then  a  ''  hush-sh ''  as 
Ma-Mylitta  lifts  herself,  so  that  only  the 
hem  of  her  bright  kimono  touches  the  green 
sward.  She  supports  herself  in  air,  it  seems, 
by  will  alone,  for  there  is  no  movement 
perceptible  to  those  nearest  and  able  to 
detect  the  play  of  the  pedal  wings  if  set  in 
motion. 

''  Unaccustomed  as  I  am — '' 

''  A  maiden  speech,''  says  Lord  Bobby, 
pulling  his  moustache.  ''  I  commenced 
that  way  myself." 

''  How  very  interesting,"  replies  the  Lady 
Constance,  sweetly.  ''  Did  you  get  any 
further  ?  " 

*'  Unaccustomed  as  I  am  to  addressing 
mortals,  I  pray  you  to  forgive  and  forget 
my  shortcomings.  I  have  been  requested 
to  say  a  few  words  about  myself.  Well 
then,  I  would  say,  first  of  all,  that  every  day 
I  remain  upon  your  very  lovely  planet  the 
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better  I  like  it ;  and  I  assure  you  that  if  I 
were  expelled  from  Muran  I  should  like  to 
live  with  you,  in  a  garden  beautiful  as  this. 
We  Immortals,  living  in  a  world  in  which 
everything  has  eternal  youth,  have  no  con- 
ception of  the  beauty  which  comes  with  age 
and  decay  ;  and  as  with  us  life  is  perfect, 
we  have  no  idea  of  the  effects  of  toil  and 
suffering  and  bitter  anguish.  Neither  love 
nor  hate  disturbs  us  ;  what  I  have  heard 
spoken  of  as  '  passion '  never  disturbs  our 
tranquillity.  I  have  a  confession  to  make, 
and  it  will  please  you,  because  I  am  going 
to  tell  you  that  when  I  return  to  Muran  I 
shall  say  that  the  daughters  of  men  are  still 
very  fair  to  look  upon.'' 

'*  Splendid,*'  says  Lord  Bobby,  looking 
adoringly  at  the  flesh  rose  tip  of  the  Lady 
Constance's  ear. 

''  But  I  must  leave  you  soon,"  continues 
Ma-Mylitta,  "  for  already  I  feel  the  con- 
tagion of  Earth,  and  strange  inward  move- 
ments, and  fancies  weakening  my  desire  to 
return  from  whence  I  came.     You  know 

my  mission.     I  came  to  seek  traces  of  the 

I. 
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lost  Immortals.  Oh,  no,  I  have  not  found 
any.  I  am  working  at  a  theory,  and  when 
the  revised  edition  of  my  Essay  Concerning 
Man  is  ready  I  will  see  if  it  is  possible  to 
send  advance  copies  to  your  newspapers. 
(Enthusiasm  and  more  fan-fluttering.)  But 
you  must  not  be  impatient,  because  I  find 
that  my  original  ideas  concerning  man,  and 
the  origin  of  clothes  and  hats,  hats  especi- 
ally (shaking  her  head  so  that  every  eye  is 
turned  to  the  sweet  thing  from  Bond  Street), 
will  want  a  good  deal  of  revision,  just  what 
would  happen,  I  daresay,  if  some  of  your 
very  wise  men  were  to  write  an  essay  con- 
cerning the  Immortal  Murani  without  ever 
having  visited  Muran.  I  have,  however, 
instructed  Professor  Fonblanque  how  to 
prepare  sensitive  plates,  and  I  will  com- 
municate with  him  from  time  to  time.^' 

''  I  never  saw  a  blush  upon  a  face  if  that 
was  not  one,"  says  Lady  Gerard  to  Mrs 
Balmayn.  *'  There  it  is  again — a  faint 
blush,  as  of  human  vanity.  And  Fon- 
blanque dying  of  consumption.  What  does 
it  mean  ?  *' 


A  ROMANCE  IN  RADIUM  163 

Her  ladyship  drops  her  lorgnette  into  her 
lap,  folding  her  hands  over  them  ;  and  her 
round  apple-face  has  the  look  of  one  who 
dreams  with  eyes  open. 

•  ••••• 

The  Marchmont  gardens  are  superb  this 
afternoon.  Everything  perfect ;  the  sun- 
shine, the  flowers,  the  splashing  waters  of 
the  fountains.  The  perfumed  air,  the  rip- 
pling laughter,  the  seductive  music,  all  lend 
their  languorous  spells,  and  amongst  the 
gay  flowers  rooted  to  the  soil,  and  listening 
to  the  wooing  of  the  bees,  walk  the  fair 
daughters  of  men,  gayer  still,  listening  to 
wooing  of  diviner  quality — the  wooing  of 
young  mortal  lips  vibrant  with  the  inward 
music  of  hearts'  passion.  The  gardens  are 
filled  this  afternoon  with  an  atmosphere  all 
human,  for  all  that  lives  and  grows  therein 
seems  for  the  hour  to  be  transformed,  and 
to  partake  of  the  joyous  consciousness  in 
silk  and  lace  and  muslin  and  clinging  stuffs 
brilliant  with  the  blended  colours  of  the 
iris. 

Come,  admire  me  ;    come,  drink  in  my 
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perfume,  say  the  flowers,  their  petals 
quivering  with  ecstatic  joy  as  the  ardent 
young  souls  bend  over  them.  Along  the 
terraces,  and  through  the  maze,  and  be- 
tween parterres  of  bright  flowers  flashing 
signals  of  intense  joy,  moves  an  ever-living 
stream  of  intense  young  life,  rivalling  in 
brilliancy  and  picturesque  groupings  the 
choicest  products  of  Nature. 

Ma-Mylitta,  standing  by  Professor  Fon- 
blanque's  side,  watches  the  sympathetic 
movements  of  the  young  crossing  the  lawn, 
and  there  is,  there  seems  to  her,  some  sort  of 
mute  language  in  the  play  of  fans  and  hand- 
kerchiefs, and  the  twirlings  of  sunshades. 
And  then,  strangely  enough,  she  feels  a 
sense  of  loneliness.  All  who  had  swarmed 
about  with  fixed  gaze,  with  awe,  and  wonder 
and  fear,  seemed  to  be  quickly  satisfied 
with  their  studies  of  a  celestial  phenomenon, 
and  to  be  drawn  away  by  concerns  more 
personal  and  of  greater  interest.  Day  by 
day  has  she  learnt,  and  at  this  moment  is 
she  learning  with  something  akin  to  pain, 
that  there  is  some  force  at  work  on  Earth 
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unknown  in  Muran,  where  life  is  perfect — 
serene  as  a  summer  sky  and  glorious  as  a 
sunset.     She  has  heard  of  sympathy  and 
love,  and  now  in  a  bosom  unthrilled  through 
the  ages  there  comes  a  pang,  and  then  the 
doubt  that  the  perfect  life  in  Muran  is  not, 
after  all,  perfect,  wanting  as  it  does  the  vital 
magnetism  of  the  heart    called   ''  Love/' 
Then  it  flashes  on  her,  as  an  inspiration, 
that   perhaps   the    Immortals   who    never 
returned  felt  this  loneliness  in  the  presence 
of  the  fair  daughters  of  men,  and  then  there 
was  born  in  them  that  passion  which  made 
self-sacrifice  possible.     Looking  backward, 
backward  through  the  ages,  there  seems 
something  chill  and  cold  in  the  perfect  life  ; 
wanting  nothing,  hoping  nothing,  nothing 
to  gain,  nothing  to  lose  ;   not  even  the  ex- 
alted passion  of  the  mad  staking  all  upon 
the  hazard  of  a  die,  and  then,  annihilation  ! 
And  Fonblanque,   the  hectic  professor, 
looking  always  beyond,  as  into  the  world 
of  shadows  for  kinship,  he  has  left  her  side 
and  is  now  hanging  over  a  garden  chair  in 
a  most  unprofessional  attitude,  watching 
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the  play  of  a  dainty  shoe  from  under  soft 
garments.  Of  the  earth,  earthy ;  and 
everywhere  the  same.  In  this  earthly 
paradise,  this  glorious  afternoon,  she,  Ma- 
Mylitta,  the  Immortal,  is  alone.  Why 
should  she  remain  in  a  world  where  she  is 
not  wanted  ?  She  has  only  to  drop  this 
silk  garment  and  hat  upon  the  grass  and 
spread  her  grand  white  wings. 

''  This  strange  animal  from  I  don't  know 
where  is  looking  very  intently  at  you, 
professor,"  says  the  owner  of  the  dainty 
little  shoe,  shifting  her  sunshade  to  a  more 
convenient  angle. 

*'  I  am  leaving  early  and  may  be  of  some 
service,'*  says  the  professor,  embarrassed 
at  the  quick,  inquisitorial  glance  of  the 
speaker. 

''  We  poor  women  will  have  to  combine 
and  defend  ourselves  against  the  invisible 
if  this  sort  of  thing  is  permitted.  It's  quite 
enough  for  women  to  contend  with  women." 

''  I  agree,  the  competition  is  keen." 

''  Very,  take  my  word  for  it ;  but  then 
every  woman  knows  that  she  is  dealing  with 
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woman ;  that  her  rival  will  one  day  grow 
old  and  wrinkled  and  ugly,  and  be  good 
enough  to  die  ;  but  this  new  invasion  is  an 
outrage/' 

Professor  Fonblanque  smiles  ;  he  is  not 
taking  the  energetic  lady  of  the  dainty  shoe 
seriously. 

*'  An  outrage ;  yes,  I  mean  it.  This 
Muran,  wherever  it  is,  is  getting  over- 
populated,  perhaps — the  last  census  show- 
ing that  there  are  too  many  women  there  ; 
and  as  they  can't  be  killed  off,  being  im- 
mortal (the  more  the  pity),  they  are  to  be 
dumped  down  here.  Women  must  agitate 
if  this  sort  of  thing  goes  on," 

*'  Immortals  without  money,  though 
direct  from  Paradise,  can  never  come  into 
serious  competition  with  the  women  of  our 
own  day.  At  least,  I  think  so,"  says  the 
professor. 

''  I  am  relieved.  Go  to  the  lonely  Im- 
mortal," says  the  owner  of  the  dainty 
shoe. 

Lord  Bobby,  wearying  with  the  chaste 
contemplation  of  pink  ears,  spies  the  pro- 
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fessor  moving  away,  and  deserts  the  side 
of  the  Lady  Constance  on  some  shght  pre- 
text. The  Lady  of  the  Dainty  Shoe  makes 
play  with  Lord  Bobby  with  her  fan  and 
eyes  of  heavenly  blue,  until  her  scattered 
adorers  have  time  to  realise  the  situation 
and  crowd  around  her.  She  has  her  little 
court  on  the  green  sward,  and  her  throne  is 
flanked  by  gay  tulips  blazing  in  the  sun- 
shine. And  Ma-Mylitta  looks  and  longs  to 
learn  the  secret  of  the  charm  which  to  this 
woman  is  as  light  to  nature,  and  as  potent, 
drawing  all  men  unto  her.  It  must  have 
been,  she  thinks,  some  charm  like  this 
which  in  days  gone  by  cast  its  spell  over 
the  Immortal  sons  of  Muran  and  held  them 
captive  until  they  could  no  longer  mount. 
The  subtlety  of  it.  The  Lady  of  the  Dainty 
Shoe,  to  her  unsophisticated  eyes,  is  the 
same  as  all  the  rest,  in  delicate  rainbow 
tints,  exhaling  sweet  perfumes,  and  sighing, 
and  purring,  and  making  play  with  handker- 
chief and  fan  and  eye.  And  yet,  around  her, 
and  around  her  only  is  the  hungry  look,  and 
passion  ill-concealed^  and  that  secret  longing 
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for  opportunity  to  do  battle  and  carry  off 
the  thing  of  beauty  most  coveted  as  the 
spoil  of  conquest. 

All  around  the  gardens  Ma-Mylitta  now 
sees  the  smiling  faces  of  the  afternoon 
flushed  or  drooping,  and  neglected  maidens 
seeking  in  each  other's  eyes  sympathy  born 
of  the  sense  of  wrong  and  courage  to  endure 
it.  And  the  wonder  of  it  all  in  these  virgin 
souls  that  the  Lady  of  the  Dainty  Shoe 
should  have  such  power  !  And  then  the 
pleasant  gardens  empty  quickly,  leaving 
the  Lady  of  the  Dainty  Shoe  in  undisturbed 
possession  of  her  adorers. 

Professor  Fonblanque,  divining  the  Im- 
mortal's  thought,  says,  ''  There  is  always  a 
shadow  on  human  happiness.'* 

''  Would  you  say,''  asks  Ma-MyHtta, 
*'  that  the  fair  daughters  of  men  in  the 
olden  times  were  like  her  ?  " 

''  Fair  women  were  always  fair,  and  men 
as  burning  flax  in  their  hands.  That  is  the 
whole  story  in  a  nutshell." 


CHAPTER  XIX 

''  There  was  nothing  in  the  Marchmont 
gardens  this  afternoon  to  put  me  out  of 
love  with  your  hat,"  says  Lady  Gerard, 
complacently,  who  fancied  herself  respon- 
sible to  Mrs  Montem  Brille  and  Society  for 
procuring  something  worthy  of  the  occasion. 

"  Am  I  so  very  human  already  ?  ''  asks 
Ma-Myhtta. 

The  tone,  rather  than  the  words,  is 
significant,  and  her  ladyship's  impression 
that  the  Immortal  is  showing  an  amiable 
weakness  towards  some  of  the  vanities, 
deepens.  At  the  garden-party  this  singular 
being,  who  first  appeared  before  her  in 
white  feathers  and  a  nimbus,  most  certainly 
blushed  with  the  self-consciousness  of  a 
young  maiden  wearing  a  Bond  Street 
triumph  for  the  first  time  ;  and  now  she 
was  anxious  to  know  what  effect  she  pro- 
duced.    ''  Am  I  so  very  human  ?  "  was  only 

another  form  of  asking,  ''  Was  it  chic  ?  '' 

170 
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''  Decidedly  becoming,  my  dear,  and 
some  said  it  was  just  sweet,  a  perfect  dream. 
With  us  poor  weak  humans  the  approval 
of  a  hat  is  a  higher  compliment  than  the 
praise  of  many  virtues/' 

''  Did  women  wear  hats  when  the  Im- 
mortals came  upon  Earth  in  the  olden 
days  ?  "  asks  Ma-Myhtta. 

''  I  never  heard  ;  and  our  knowledge  of 
hats  and  original  draperies  is,  I  fancy, 
somewhat — well,  somewhat  scanty.  Before 
the  invention  of  needles  and  cottons  cos- 
tumes were  naturally  simple — fig  leaves 
and  skewers,  my  dear,  is  all  that  the  poets 
have  been  able  to  do  for  us  ;  and,  you  know, 
the  best  of  them  left  too  much  to  imagina- 
tion to  suit  modern  ideas.  If  you  wish  to 
see  what  the  poets  dreamed  in  canvas  and 
marble,  go  to  the  galleries.  Your  education 
will  certainly  not  be  finished  until  you've 
seen  the  most  celebrated  galleries.  There 
are  very  talented  people  about  who  make 
studies  of  fig  leaves  and  skewers,  and  write 
no  end  of  fine  things,  and  are  very  popular. 
Allegory  and  a  fig  leaf  is  '  high  art/  I  be- 
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lieve  ;  but  I  confess  to  a  weakness  for  good 
Welsh  flannel." 

*'  I  wonder/'  says  Ma-Mylitta,  *'  if  the 
wearing  of  clothes  and  a  hat  makes  one 
wish  to  be  human.  In  the  gardens  to-day 
I  was  so  much  alone  that  I  really  felt  a 
longing  to  become  human  and  altogether 
like  the  rest.  Is  there  any  quality  in 
Earth,  I  wonder,  which  makes  captive 
those  who  touch  it  ?  '' 

*'  Like  bird  lime/'  suggests  her  ladyship. 
*'  Well,  I  shouldn't  wonder.  Many  a  fine 
bird  has  been  caught  on  well-limed  twigs. 
And  you're  only  feathers." 

*'  And  radium,"  says  the  Immortal. 

*'  But  only  a  limited  supply." 

*'  True,  ninety  days,  and  so  little  done." 

"  You  must  come  again,  and  again,  and 
yet  again." 

''  But  Ha-Sabat  only  issues  a  permit  to 
the  same  person  once  in  a  thousand  years. 
And  then—" 

''  Everything  will  be  so  different.  Who 
knows  ?  Mortals  may  have  found  out  your 
secret  and  become  immortal." 
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'*  Then  it  will  be  pleasant  to  dwell  with 
you/' 

Lady  Gerard  eyes  her  strange  visitor 
curiously^  but  with  a  growing  fear  that 
Ma-Mylitta  may  yield  to  earth  contagion 
and  shed  her  wings.  What  is  to  happen 
then  ?  And  the  fear  increases  when  Ma- 
Mylitta  says, — 

"  I  really  wonder  if  I  shall  ever  wish  to 
become  as  one  of  you/' 

'*  As  woman  I  can  give  you  a  sign/'  says 
her  ladyship. 

Ma-Mylitta  is  all  attention. 

''  When  you  feel  you  want  a  flirtation." 

*'  Flirtation !  Ah,  yes,  and  what  is 
*  flirtation  '  ?  " 

"  To  have  lived  so  long  ;  a  woman,  and 
not  to  know,"  says  her  ladyship  with  the 
slightest  suspicion  of  banter  in  her  tone. 
And  then  she  adds,  '*  Perhaps  you  possess 
the  thing  but  not  the  word  for  it,  like 
oysters  their  pearls." 

"  Tell  me  what  it  is,  so  I  may  judge." 

**  Flirtation,"  says  her  ladyship  reflec- 
tively— *'  flirtation  is  a  science,   woman's 
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science    for  learning    the    real    nature    of 


man." 


''  A  very  old  science  ?  '' 

''  As  old  as  woman.  At  first  it  may  only 
have  been  an  instinct ;  but  it  soon  de- 
veloped with  the  introduction  of  fig  leaves 
and  skewers.'' 

''  Then  the  fair  daughters  of  men  flirted 
with  the  Immortals  ?  '* 

''  No  doubt.  Given  a  male  biped^  and  it 
is  woman's  instinct  to  attract  it.  But 
you  should  be  human  to  understand  a  thing 
which  has  so  many  shades  of  meaning  and 
is  yet  always  the  same/'  says  her  ladyship, 
somewhat  at  a  loss  to  make  herself  clear. 
Then,  suddenly,  ''  If  you  had  the  eyes  to 
see  it,  and  a  human  heart  to  understand, 
there  was  plenty  of  flirtation  going  on  at 
Mrs  Montem  Brille's  to-day." 

''  That  is  why  I  was  so  lonely  when  all 
were  gay.  Only  a  sparrow  came  and 
hovered  around  me,  and  I  was  so  glad  of 
the  attention." 

''  I  daresay  the  birds  and  the  flowers 
know  what  is  going  on.     For  a  young  girl 
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flirtation  is  the  sunshine  in  which  hearts 
open,  and  expand,  and  give  out  perfume, 
like  the  flowers.  She  learns  her  science 
best  when  happiest.  When  the  miserable 
flirt,  tragedy  is  on  the  wing.'' 

*'  And  when  a  young  girl  marries  ?  '' 

''  She  needs  all  the  knowledge  she  ever 
acquired,  and  is  ever  able  to  acquire,  to  live 
and  not  die.  If  you  were  one  of  us  you 
would  see  around  you  starving  eyes  straining 
for  their  loves  to  come  again  from  strange 
embraces.  You  must  at  least  be  human  to 
see  and  understand,  and  you'd  then  know 
that  we  poor  mortals  never  could  endure 
immortality  on  Earth." 

''  For  a  young  girl  flirtation  is  as  sun- 
shine ;   and  when  she  is  married  ?  " 

''  A  smile  between  tears,  a  seductive  joy 
between  bitters." 

''  Let  us  go  by  steps,"  says  Ma-Mylitta. 

*'  There  are  but  two,"  says  her  ladyship, 
holding  up  her  fingers  :  ''  one,  flirtation  and 
marriage ;  two,  flirtation  and  divorce. 
Marriage  is  a  sort  of  Society  glue  which 
sticks   people   together   until   the    divorce 
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court  sets  them  free.     Flirting  glues  and 
unglues,  if  you  can  read  the  riddle." 

Ma-Mylitta  looks  puzzled,  and  has  the 
abstracted  air  of  one  far  away,  thinking, 
perhaps,  if  there  is  anything  in  Muran 
society  which  glues  and  unglues.  Nothing 
apparently  comes  to  her  mind,  and  she 
confesses  that  the  riddle  is  too  hard  for  her. 


CHAPTER  XX 

'*  Sir  John  is  anxious  that  you  should  not 
leave  our  planet  without  paying  a  visit  to 
the  House.  I  was  there  once  and  found 
the  Terrace  very  pleasant  indeed  ;  but  as 
for  the  Chamber  !  "  Lady  Gerard  makes 
play  with  her  hands  more  eloquent  than 
words. 

Mrs  Pertinax,  wife  of  the  honourable 
member  for  Moatby,  shuts  up  her  tablets 
with  a  snap,  and  offers  her  services  to  act 
as  guide,  interpreter  and  friend  to  Ma- 
Mylitta.  She  is  well  aware  of  her  lady- 
ship's aversion  to  the  House  of  Commons 
and  all  appertaining  thereto  ;  but  her  own 
tastes  are  different,  and  she  is  a  pretty 
regular  attendant  behind  the  Grille.  Being 
keen  on  politics,  Mrs  Pertinax  tries  to  make 
up  for  the  deficiencies  of  her  good-tempered 
husband,  and  it  is  understood  that  when  he 
speaks  it  is  her  voice  that  is  really  heard. 

M  177 
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Mrs  Pertinax  has  this  afternoon  inter- 
viewed the  Immortal  with  the  view  of 
ascertaining  something  which  may  be  of 
future  value  as  to  the  social  and  political 
status  of  women  in  another  world.  '*  We 
hope  for  great  things  by-and-by/'  says  the 
honourable  member's  wife,  after  demon- 
strating that  the  world — England  in  par- 
ticular— is  just  one  thousand  years  behind 
where  it  should  and  would  be  if  women  had 
only  been  permitted  their  full  rights,  and 
a  little  over.  ''  Men  with  wings  !  ''  says 
she  disdainfully,  and  shuts  her  tablets  with 
a  snap. 

*'  There's  Pertinax,  the  honourable 
member  for  Moatby,  you  see  him  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  lolling  on  the  green 
cushions.  What's  he  there  for  but  to  walk 
in  and  out  of  the  division  lobbies  ?  And 
here  am  I,  full  of  statistics  and  blue-books 
and  parliamentary  papers,  pushed  behind 
these  open  bars  as  some  unclean  thing. 
Tell  it  in  Muran  that  you,  an  Immortal, 
have  been  condemned  to  this  cage  simply 
because  you  call  yourself  '  woman.' 


t  J) 
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"  Suppose  I  were  to  sit  on  one  of  the 
green  benches  ?  ''  asks  Ma-Myhtta. 

'*  It  would  be  a  glorious  precedent,  but  I 
fear  the  English  Constitution  would  be 
imperilled/'  says  Mrs  Pertinax  in  a  whisper, 
but  turning  pale  at  the  audacity  of  the 
proposal.  She  confessed  to  herself  sadly 
at  times  that  she  was  wanting  in  courage, 
but  remedied  the  defect,  as  far  as  possible, 
by  snappish  remarks  on  men,  manners  and 
morals. 

''  When  the  Chamber  is  full,  which  rarely 
happens,  there's  plenty  of  room  for  brains. 
Look  at  Pertinax  ;  see  how  he  swells  down- 
wards, and  yet  he's  better  furnished  upwards 
than  most  of  them.  There's  Gerard,  with 
his  hat  cocked  on  one  side — that's  his 
intellectual  pose. 

''  There's  the  top  of  Mr  Speaker's  chair. 
He's  there,  poor  man,  in  wig  and  gown,  silk 
stockings  and  shoe  buckles ;  but  we  can't 
see  him.  Oh,  no,  that  would  be  too  much 
for  poor  giddy  women  !  They  might  fall 
in  love  with  the  wig  or  the  shoe  buckles  ! 
Mr  Speaker  sits  with  his  back  to  us,  and 
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though  it's  not  thought  good  manners  to 
sit  with  your  back  to  the  ladies,  it's 
House  of  Commons  manners,  and  that's 
something  in  extenuation.  In  the  other 
Chamber,  where  the  cushions  are  red,  they 
are  more  civil,  and  the  women  may  look  at 
the  Lord  Chancellor's  little  fat  legs  dangling 
from  the  woolsack. 

*'  It's  all  very  simple.  The  Right  is  the 
Government,  the  Left  is  the  Opposition. 
The  Right  has  all  the  good  things,  and  the 
Left  has  all  the  pangs  of  hunger.  They 
turn  about  sometimes,  by  way  of  a  change, 
and  if  a  change  doesn't  come  soon  the  Left 
will  die  of  starvation  ;  you  can't  expect 
them  to  live  for  ever  on  the  smell  of  the 
others'  good  things.  There  is  the  Prime 
Minister  opposite  that  box,  which  is  the 
symbol  of  power  and  plenty." 

''  And  yet  he  seemed  so  sorry  to  be  a 
politician  when  he  might  have  been  a 
philosopher,"  says  Ma-Mylitta. 

''  Crocodile's  tears,  don't  you  believe  him. 
His  friends  would  set  up  his  political  epitaph 
to-morrow  with  great  joy,  and  leave  him 
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free  to  hunt  the  sUpper  in  metaphysical 
Hnks  until  his  wings  begin  to  sprout. 
There's  C.-B.,  the  leader  of  the  Opposition, 
he'd  willingly  act  the  sexton.  Have  you 
met  him  anywhere  ?  '' 

''  No,  not  yet." 

''  You  may  ;  and  if  you  ask  him  if  he  has 
wings  he'll  tell  you  he's  not  quite  sure. 
He's  never  quite  sure  of  anything,  except 
that  he's  out  in  the  cold  and  has  a  longing 
for  the  good  things  on  the  other  side  of  the 
table.  If  he's  only  starved  long  enough  he 
may  become  dangerous.  Pertinax  is  one 
of  his  supporters,  but  they're  at  low  water 
just  now  ;  and  if  you  shook  both  of  them 
you  wouldn't  find  a  threepenny  bit  between 
'em.  If  a  clever  little  woman  were  only  in 
C.-B.'s  place.  Daddy-long-legs  'ud  jump  !  " 
Mrs  Pertinax  sighs,  and  her  eyes  take  a 
greenish  tint,  and  glitter. 

'*  The  Chamber  is  rapidly  filling,"  ob- 
serves Ma-Mylitta. 

''  And  so  is  this  Cage,  the  hole  !  Some- 
body is  going  to  badger  Daddy-long-legs, 
and  most  have  come  to  take  lessons  in  fence. 
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He's  first-class  at  fence  ;  but  if  women  only 
had  their  rights,  and  there  were  a  few  in  the 
House,  he'd  have  something  to  learn.  No 
man  on  earth  can  equal  a  clever  little 
woman  at  fence/'  says  Mrs  Pertinax,  con- 
fidently, and  with  an  air  of  self-satisfaction. 

''  That's  the  Strangers'  Gallery  opposite. 
It's  always  full  when  a  sparring  match  is 
expected.  Bless  you,  British  electors 
wouldn't  take  the  trouble  to  vote  if  a 
sparring  match  wasn't  got  up  now  and 
again.     They  enjoy  it." 

''  Who  is  that  with  cherubic  face  grown 
old,  and  arms  crossed  ?  "  asks  Ma-Mylitta. 

*'  That's  a  man  you  should  talk  to  about 
wings.  He  makes  his  own,  and  puts  them 
on  and  off  on  occasion.  People  have  come 
to  find  out  that  they  are  artificial ;  but 
some  still  think  he'll  fly  a  bit  yet.  Just  now 
he's  making  tabernacles  of  green  twigs,  and 
he  hops  in  and  out  when  he's  tired  of 
ploughing  lonely  furrows  in  sands." 

Ma-Mylitta  looks  attentively  at  the  big 
blue  eyes  prematurely  weary  with  the 
things  that  are. 
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"  It's  all  through  his  sitting  on  red 
cushions/'  says  Mrs  Pertinax  with  genuine 
regret.  '*  You  don't  understand,  perhaps  ; 
the  difference  between  the  red  and  the  green 
is  everything  to  a  politician.  In  the  House 
of  Lords  the  cushions  are  red  ;  and  here, 
as  you  see,  they  are  green.  In  this  country 
green  is  the  proper  colour  for  a  man  to  sit  on 
if  ever  he  is  to  do  great  things.  Believe  me, 
red  is  fatal." 

''  You  will  be  so  good  as  to  explain  to 
me. 

"  Certainly,  but  I  wish  these  women 
would  cease  chattering  and  giggling."  Mrs 
Pertinax  looks  around  angrily  but  only  hears 
''  how-doos/'  and  ''  so  glads,"  and  *'  just 
sweets,"  and  catches  a  few  smiles  and  nods 
intended  for  she  knows  not  whom.  Then 
she  composes  herself  with  an  air  of  contempt 
for  the  well-dressed  sisterhood  purring  at 
each  other  in  the  Cage. 

''  The  reds,  and  the  greens,  and  their 
influences.  Well,  then,  the  young  man  who 
is  so  unhappy  as  to  be  obliged  to  sit  on  the 
red  is  never  allowed  to  sit  on  the  green. 
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The  noble  lord  opposite  never  had  the 
chance  of  sitting  on  the  green,  and  can  only 
come  here  as  a  stranger  and  gaze,  a  dumb 
spectator  amidst  the  rumblings  of  revolu- 
tion. When  old  enough  to  sit  anywhere 
he  was  compelled  to  sit  on  the  red  and 
watch  the  greens  play  with  great  things." 

''  And  the  reds  ?  " 

''  Oh,  they  are  a  very  superior  lot.  The 
greens  work  in  the  glow  of  a  forge,  and 
hammer  their  material  at  white  heat. 
Live  sparks  fly,  and  the  music  of  the 
hammers  excite  ;  but  the  reds  work  in  a 
cool  atmosphere,  with  cold  tools  on  cold 
iron,  filing  away  a  bit  here  and  a  bit  there." 

'*  And  the  man  of  promise  with  folded 
arms  ?  " 

''  Never  had  the  good  fortune  to  sit  on 
the  green,  where  the  power  lies  and  throbs, 
so  he  comes  here,  as  a  stranger,  to  warm  his 
hands  at  the  glowing  fires  in  the  nation's 
workshop." 

Mrs  Pertinax  suddenly  notices  a  move- 
ment around  her,  and  that  the  Chamber  is 
emptying.     The  occupants  of  the  Cage  are 
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fluttering  and  rustling  and  making  haste  to 
get  away  ;  and  then  Mrs  Pertinax  learns 
that  the  expected  sparring  match  has  been 
adroitly  postponed  to  some  convenient 
season  by  the  Prime  Minister,  who,  it  seems, 
met  the  right  honourable  gentleman  opposite 
behind  the  Speaker's  chair  and  smiled  away 
his  resolution. 

''  The  birds  of  the  Cage  have  all  flown  to 
the  Terrace,  where  we  shall  find  them  limed 
fast  enough  to  all  the  empty  heads  with 
nothing  better  to  do.  If  women  were  only 
admitted  to  Parliament  there  would  soon 
be  a  Terrace  reform  and  husbands  sent 
home  to  tea,"  says  Mrs  Pertinax,  leading 
the  way. 

It  is  delicious  on  the  Terrace — the  air  so 
cool,  the  sunshine  on  the  river — and  honour- 
able members,  no  longer  yawning  and 
weary,  listen  to  the  small  talk  of  pretty 
prattlers  promenading  to  and  fro.  Suddenly, 
the  electric  bells  tinkle,  and  all  the  men 
scatter,  leaving  their  fair  friends  to  their 
own  devices,  but  promising  hastily  to  re- 
turn as  soon  as  the  division  is  over. 
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Mrs  Pertinax  watches  the  not  unfamUiar 
scene  with  open  disdain  for  the  pretty  birds 
so  lately  limed  and  now  left  stupidly  staring 
at  one  another,  or  at  nothing  at  all,  not 
knowing  what  to  do  with  their  freedom. 
'*The  men  will  come  back  again  fastenough/' 
says  she,  ''  as  soon  as  they  have  rushed 
through  the  lobbies  and  voted  about  some- 
thing, they  know  not  what.  How  should 
they  ?  the  empty  heads,  out  here  on  the 
Terrace,  instead  of  being  inside,  listening 
to  what  is  going  on.  If  there  were  only  a 
few  clever  little  women  inside  the  empty 
heads  might  stay  away  altogether  and  the 
nation  be  the  better  for  it.  If  you  think  of 
tracing  the  descendants  of  the  Immortals 
in  this  place  you're  vastly  mistaken,*'  says 
the  wife  of  the  honourable  member  for 
Moatby,  with  an  oratorical  flourish  full  of 
intention. 

"  But  can  you  help  me  to  discover  the 
secret  of  woman's  influence  over  man  ?  If 
you  can,  then  I  may  understand  why  the 
Murani  of  old  renounced  their  immortality 
(as  they  seem  to  have  done,  for  I  can  find 
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no  trace  of  them)  to  remain  on  Earth  with 
the  fair  daughters  of  men  ?  '' 

''  No,  I  can't.  Woman's  influence  is  a 
mystery.  We  can  say  it  is,  and  apply  it, 
without  knowing  anything  of  its  real  nature, 
just  as  we  apply  electricity,  without  know- 
ing much  about  it.  A  nod  of  the  head,  a 
lift  of  the  eye,  a  flutter,  a  sigh,  and  a  man 
is  spell-bound  and  carried  captive  into 
captivity.  If  your  Immortals  were  like 
the  rest  of  our  empty  heads  you'd  know 
just  as  much  of  the  secret  as  I." 


CHAPTER  XXI 

Mrs  Pertinax  desires  the  honour  of  intro- 
ducing Ma-Myhtta  to  the  lady  president  of 
the  New  Society  for  the  Regeneration  of 
Man,  and  explains  that  the  society  is  called 
'*  new  "  of  set  purpose,  because  it  is  intended 
to  study  and  treat  the  subject  from  new 
standpoints,  and,  as  opportunity  occurs, 
introduce  new  methods.  A  seance  is  to  be 
held  in  the  president's  drawing-room,  and 
it  is  not  impossible,  Mrs  Pertinax  suggests, 
that  something  useful  may  be  learnt  for 
the  new  and  revised  edition  of  the  Essay 
Concerning  Man  which  is  to  appear  in  due 
season.  The  wife  of  the  honourable 
member  for  Moatby  adds  that  she,  herself, 
is  not  likely  to  learn  much,  having  studied 
her  own  husband  more  attentively  than 
even  he  knows,  or  suspects,  for  the  last 
twenty  years.  He  has  no  wings,  she  is 
certain ;    and  all  the  married  ladies  of  her 
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acquaintance  say  the  same  of  their  hus- 
bands ;  and  it  is  a  rehef  to  them  to  be  so 
sure  of  the  fact. 

''  And  why  ?  "  asks  Ma-Myhtta,  prepar- 
ing to  go  out. 

''  Because  they  might  fly  away.  It's 
difficult  enough  to  keep  husbands  within 
bounds  now,  and  once  give  them  wings — '' 

Mrs  Pertinax  is  at  a  loss  for  language 
with  which  to  explain  the  consequences 
teeming  in  her  active  brain. 

''  But  if  women  had  wings  also  ?  " 

'*  To  play  perpetual  hide-and-seek  with 
throughout  the  universe  ?  All  the  houses 
would  be  to  let.  Motors  are  bad  enough, 
but  wings  would  be  fatal.  Fancy  Pertinax 
having  a  twenty-four  hours'  start  of  me 
after  I  had  given  him  a  piece  of  my  mind  ! 
Where  should  I  find  him  ?  Believe  me, 
wings  on  earth  would  be  a  fatal  gift  to  the 
human  race." 

Dr  Constantia  Browne,  always  spoken 
of  as  Dr  Constantia,  the  first  president  of 
the  New  Society,  delivers  an  address  this 
afternoon  to  a  select  few,  in  which  she  says 
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that  the  proper  medium  for  the  study  of 
Man  is  through  virginal  eyes,  and  the  study 
should  not  commence  too  early.  The 
popular  impressions  of  man,  handed  down 
from  generation  to  generation,  are  alto- 
gether false,  and  should  be  forgotten,  in 
order  that  the  study  may  ultimately  rank 
amongst  the  exact  sciences.  During  the 
ages  Man  has  talked  about  himself,  saying 
what  a  fine  fellow  he  is,  and  no  one  contra- 
dicting him  he  has  been  taken  at  his  word. 
Man  has,  therefore,  ticketed  himself  and 
put  himself  on  the  market  at  his  own 
valuation.  Then  mothers  and  wives,  poor 
silly  things !  never  ceased  saying  that  the 
price  wasn't  high  enough,  that  the  men 
were  too  modest  and  put  the  price  too  low, 
and  telling  little  girls  to  stop  playing  with 
their  dolls  and  look  up  at  masculine 
grandeur  with  adoring  reverence,  as  at 
passing  suns.  Then  came  the  meek-eyed 
virgins  full  of  dreams,  singing  songs  of 
praise  and  adulation,  until  the  men  actually 
believed  that  what  they  said  of  themselves, 
and  what  was  said  of  them,  was  true. 
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"  There  has  been  quite  enough  of  this  sort 
of  thing/*  says  Dr  Constantia  with  a  disdain- 
ful wave  of  the  hand,  ''  and  it  is  quite  time 
that  male  bipeds  should  have  the  conceit 
taken  out  of  them,  be  put  in  their  proper 
place  in  creation,  and  marked  at  true  market 
values.  And  who  were  the  proper  persons 
to  do  this  ?  Why,  women  like  the  members 
present,  who  had  reached  discretion,  and 
looked  upon  their  subject,  Man,  with  sharp, 
clear  eyes,  and  had  the  courage  to  speak 
out." 

Dr  Constantia  pauses  for  the  applause 
which  comes  from  all  the  members  of  the 
society,  who  clap  and  seek  in  each  other's 
faces  the  strength  necessary  to  endure 
martyrdom,  if  need  be,  in  so  glorious  a 
cause. 

''  We  must  educate  the  nations  to  see  Man 
as  he  is,'*  continues  Dr  Constantia,  ''  and 
then  we  shall  see  the  true  emancipation  of 
Woman.  Emancipated  from  what  ? 
From  the  eternal  adoration  of  shams — 
sham  bravery,  which  we  know  is  cowardice  ; 
sham  honour,  which  we  know  is  treachery  ; 
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sham  sacrifice,  which  we  know  is  self- 
glorification.  And  we,  we  women,  have 
taught  ourselves  to  bow  down  and  worship 
these  shams,  powder-puff  in  hand  to  hide 
our  shame,  but  got  up  in  the  first  style  of 
art,  and  offering  the  incense  of  whole  dis- 
tilleries to  conciliate  and  flatter  and  win  a 
smile,  fleeting  as  a  winter  sunbeam,  cruel 
and  inconstant."  Then  the  lady  president 
takes  ''  the  little  man-god  "  to  pieces,  and 
scrapes  and  puts  him  together  again,  and 
marks  him  down  so  cheap  that  many  of  the 
virginal  eyes  onlooking  are  moved  to  pity 
and  wish  to  take  one  at  the  price. 

The  regeneration  of  the  male  biped  is  to 
follow  this  taking  of  conceit  out  of  him  and 
the  lowering  of  his  market  price,  and  the 
lady  president  elaborates  a  scheme,  which 
she  claims  to  be  original,  for  the  evolution 
of  Man  from  the  low  standard  where  he 
really  is  to  the  high,  high  standard  he  may 
attain  under  the  new  system. 

''  An  old  maid's  man,"  whispers  Mrs 
Pertinax,  discreetly.  ''  They're  all  alike, 
and  always  the  worst." 
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Then  cups  of  tea  are  handed  round,  and 
Dr  Constantia  informs  Ma-Myhtta  that 
Man  is  to  be  studied  by  the  New  Society 
systematically,  and  that  her  own  lectures 
will  be  illustrated  with  very  fine  drawings 
from  the  classical  periods.  The  state  of 
affairs  in  Muran  specially  interests  her, 
though  her  own  desire  to  get  there  ulti- 
mately is  somewhat  damped  on  learning 
that  no  sex  problems  exist  in  Murani  society. 

Mrs  Pertinax  sneers  politely  enough  over 
her  cup  at  the  lady  president's  exposition, 
and  wonders  that  virginal  eyes  should  have 
seen  so  much,  and  so  clearly. 

And  the  members  crowd  around  the 
Immortal,  affectionately  pressing  her  to  let 
down  her  glorious  hair,  of  which  they  have 
heard  so  much,  and  when  this  is  done,  the 
boldest  spirits  snip  furtively  for  the  posses- 
sion of  precious  relics,  but  without  success, 
for  the  hair  re-unites  and  is  whole  again. 
But  the  flowing  robe  suffers,  to  the  great 
chagrin  of  Mrs  Pertinax,  who  perceives  it, 
and  is  so  touched  in  her  honour  and  her 
temper  that  she  will  not  speak  again,  save 
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to  Dr  Constantia,  who  is  innocent  of  the 
outrage. 

And  there  is  another  innocent  present 
who  slips  into  Ma-Myhtta's  hand  a  paper 
with  the  humble  request  that  she  will  read 
it.  ''  It  is  an  '  Allegory/  "  she  says,  and 
quivers  with  delight  at  bare  acceptance. 
In  a  whisper  she  explains  her  presence,  not 
being  a  member  of  the  New  Society  for  the 
Regeneration  of  Man. 

Ma-Mylitta  reads,  as  the  carriage  rolls 
towards  St  James's  Park, — 

THE  LIVING  TOMB  OF  CUPID 

*'  The  little  God  of  Love  was  one  day 
caught  napping  in  a  shady  grove  by  Mother 
Eve,  after  her  expulsion  from  the  Garden 
of  Eden,  and  when  still  very  wroth  with 
Adam  for  attempting  to  screen  himself 
behind  her  weakness.  The  little  dimpled 
god  was  very  tired,  his  wings  drooped,  as 
well  they  might,  for  he  had  roamed,  and 
roamed,  over  the  still  desolate  earth,  carry- 
ing his  quiver  full  of  arrows  and  his  bow, 
without  meeting  a  single  human  being  at 
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whom  to  discharge  a  shaft.  His  eyelashes 
were  wet  with  tears,  he  was  so  desolate  and 
aweary  of  the  world ;  and  he  had  thrown 
himself  down  upon  the  cool  grass  to  sleep 
before  spreading  his  wings  and  returning 
whence  he  came. 

''  Eve,  forgetting  her  own  sorrow,  gently 
lifts  the  sleeping  god,  not  knowing  who  he 
is,  and  wraps  him  in  her  long  silken  tresses, 
as  in  a  shawl,  protecting  his  cherubic  loveli- 
ness from  the  wind  and  sun.  And  as  she 
presses  the  sweet  burden  to  her  breast  all 
anger  passes,  so  that  she  salutes  Adam  all 
radiant  and  lets  him  look  upon  the  little 
sleeping  god,  smiling  now  in  unconscious 
slumber. 

''And  Adam  says,  '  This  is  an  Immortal, 
I  know  it  by  his  wings,  and  I  will  make  a 
throne  of  gold  and  lay  thereon  a  swan,  and 
the  little  god  shall  live  in  state  between 
the  pure  white  wings.* 

''  Then  Adam  turned,  and  sought  the  gold 
to  make  the  throne. 

'*The  little  god  awoke,  and  would  free 
himself  from  Eve's  tresses,  and  spread  his 
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wings  as  though  to  fly,  only  Eve  would  not 
have  it  so,  but  opened  her  heart  and  en- 
tombed him  there. 

'*And  then  to  Adam  she  became  more 
radiant  and  beautiful  than  ever,  and  he 
searched  for  pearls  and  precious  stones  and 
laid  them  at  her  feet,  saying,  '  If  thou  art 
frail  thou  are  lovely/  The  little  god 
fluttered  as  he  heard,  sending  blush-rose 
tints  over  Eve's  fair  form,  and  then  the 
first  marriage. 

'*  And  Eve  kept  the  God  of  Love  close  in 
her  heart  and  would  not  let  him  go  ;  but  to 
every  daughter  she  gave  him  as  a  gift,  say- 
ing, *  When  you  feel  the  fluttering  of  wings 
then  you  will  know  !  ' 

''And  so  it  came  to  pass,  and  every 
woman's  heart  is  now  the  living  tomb  of 
Love." 

Mrs  Pertinax  mutters  something  un- 
complimentary about  musty  old  maids, 
and  madness,  and  the  regeneration  of  man, 
and  the  great  good  fortune  of  Pertinax  to 
have  fallen  into  such  sensible  hands  as  her 
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own  !  But  Lady  Gerard,  when  she  hears 
the  allegory  later,  forgives  the  spoiling  of 
the  loose  silken  gown  by  the  relic  hunters, 
for  she  has  had  her  romance  and  still  re- 
members, like  a  true  daughter  of  Eve,  when 
the  little  god  first  fluttered  his  tiny  wings 
within  her  bosom.     Her  eyes  are  moist. 

''  I  do  not  understand  the  allegory,'*  says 
Ma-Myhtta. 

'*  You  Immortals  are  superior  to  emotion, 
but  every  mortal  woman  will  understand 
that  Love  was  the  first  great  capture  made 
by  the  first  mother,  and  that  every  daughter 
born  of  her  has  a  share  of  the  spoil  as  an 
inheritance/' 

''  And  the  Immortal  with  wings  was 
hidden  in  her  heart  ?  " 

"  That  is  the  allegory/' 

''  Could  that  have  been  the  fate  of  the 
Immortals  from  Muran  whom  I  seek  ?  " 

*'  That  would  depend  very  much  on 
themselves.  If  they  knew  how  to  make 
love  to  the  fair  daughters  of  men,  I  should 
not  be  surprised  if  they  were  entangled  in 
somebody's    long    tresses,    and    then    im- 
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prisoned  in  somebody's  soft  heart,  and  so 
liked  it  that  they  never  wished  for 
release/' 

*'  I  fear  my  leave  will  have  expired  before 
I  shall  have  mastered  the  true  meaning  of 
this  allegory/'  says  Ma-Mylitta,  reflec- 
tively. 

''  If  you  only  had  a  little  earth  in  your 
composition  the  riddle  would  be  easy/'  says 
Lady  Gerard. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

''  Has  the  charming  Celestial  made  any 
progress  in  her  search  for  the  lost  Im- 
mortals ?  "  inquires  Madame  Reine  of 
Professor  Fonblanque  a  few  days  after 
Ma-Mylitta's  visit  to  the  New  Olympus. 

''  A  useless  mission,  I  fear,  but  not  more 
so  than  many  undertaken  by  us  poor 
mortals.  How  many  have  gone  in  search 
of  the  Lost  Ten  Tribes  and  Solomon's 
Sea] ;  and  how  many  are  searching  even 
now  for  the  Garden  of  Eden  ?  After  all, 
historical  and  scientific  research  is  of  the 
greatest  value,  and  I  can't  conceive  an 
Immortal  better  employed  than  clearing 
up  the  doubtful.  If  I  were  only  immortal," 
says  the  professor,  pathetically,  placing  his 
hand  to  his  side. 

''  Is  the  Celestial  here  ?  ''  asks  madame 

witli  sudden  energy. 
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'*  No.     When  she  is  present  I  know  it." 

"  Then  I  may  speak.  This  Immortal 
comes  to  you  and  sees  you  suffer  ?  '' 

"  Yes." 

''  And  does  she  say,  '  I  have  heahng  in 
my  wings  '  ?  " 

''  It  would  be  too  great  a  sacrifice.  I 
would  not  permit  it.  If  she  were  to  exhaust 
her  stores  of  vital  energy  on  my  behalf,  and 
heal  me,  she  probably  would  not  be  able  to 
return  to  Muran,  and  then  there  would  be 
another  lost  Immortal.  My  life  has  its 
limits,  and  I  would  not  borrow  a  few  years 
at  such  a  sacrifice." 

''  But  she  never  offers  to  make  it — she, 
who  can  generate  an  atmosphere  which  you 
could  breathe,  and  live,  sees  you  suffer,  and 
makes  no  sign.  Oh,  I  knew  it,  I  knew  it. 
I  knew  she  had  no  sympathy  when  I  ^as 
playing  '  Claire,'  no  sympathy  or  pity  for 
Philip.  If  she  had  I  must  have  seen  i1  in 
those  wonderful  eyes.  If  she  had  only  once 
a  passion  I  must  have  seen  it  kindle  and 
blaze  forth,  even  if  covered  over  by  the  CDld 
scoriae  of  eternal   ages.     What,  immortal 
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and  no  sympathy,  no  love,  no  soul ;  a  fig 
for  such  a  life  !  '' 

''  The  Murani  have  an  entirely  different 
constitution — there  is  no  waste,  no  decay, 
or,  if  there  is  decay,  it  is  made  good  even 
before  it  becomes  apparent.  All  our  human 
passions  and  emotions  mean  so  much  decay, 
and  the  most  passionate  burn  out  quickest. 
With  some  people  life  is  of  such  slow  com- 
bustion that  it  seems  almost  miraculous 
it  ever  burns  out." 

''  I  would  not  have  immortality  at  such 
a  price.  No,  no.  Let  my  pulse  beat,  my 
heart  throb,  my  soul  blaze ;  and  then, 
come  what  will,  in  my  worst  agony  I  shall 
know  joy.  But  this  immortality,  cold  and 
pulseless,  I  would  not  fling  it  to  a  rat." 
Madame  makes  a  gesture  of  profound  dis- 
dain. 

'*  Immortals  may  do  very  well  without 
emotions,  and  if  we  poor  mortals  were  not 
so  well  endowed  there  would  be  less  suffer- 
ing," says  the  professor. 

''  A  life  without  emotion  would  not  suit 
humanity.     What,  would  you  have  a  sea 
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without  tide,  or  current,  or  storm  ?  A 
black  and  putrid  sea,  killing  all  life.  No, 
my  friend,  whilst  we  live  there  is  enjoyment ; 
and  remorse  and  agony,  bitter  and  death- 
less, are  raptures  compared  with  the  dull 
placidity  of  life  which  cannot  feel/' 

''  And  yet,  how  many  millions  seek  the 
aid  of  science  hourly  for  that  interval  of 
quiet  which  is  best  secured  by  this  absence 
of  emotion  !  Even  Madame  Reine  seeks 
forgetfulness/' 

''  Forgetfulness,  yes.  Make  me  to  forget 
and  then  I  live  in  sweet  illusion,  the  one 
true,  possible  paradise  on  earth.  But  what 
of  this  immortal  life  in  which  there  is  no 
illusion,  nothing  to  look  forward  to  but  the 
bath  of  Oblivion  every  thousand  years  ? 
I  know  well  that  your  Immortal  could  make 
but  little  of  the  play  the  other  night,  and 
that  the  fascination  of  Claire  for  Philip  was 
lost  upon  her.  An  audience  of  Immortals, 
such  Immortals,  would  enrage  me,  and  I 
should  scream.'' 

Professor  Fonblanque  smiles  at  madame's 
revolt  at  the  presence  of  a  cold,  unsympa- 
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thetic  spectator  at  the  theatre.  Her  vanity 
was  wounded  at  Ma-MyHtta's  steady,  un- 
touched gaze  when  she  was  doing  her  best, 
as  Claire,  to  show  how  great  an  influence  a 
fair  daughter  of  Man  might  have  upon 
destiny.  Thinking  that  Ma-Myhtta  would 
see  in  Philip  one  of  the  lost  Murani,  Madame 
Reine  had  done  her  best  to  show  how,  upon 
earth,  the  seductions  of  sex  might  lead  to 
utter  self-abandonment.  All  the  spectators 
understood  but  this  one,  who  seemed  as  far 
off  as  ever  from  understanding  what  could 
have  induced  the  lost  Immortals  to  remain 
with  the  fair  daughters  of  men  until  they 
no  longer  had  the  power  to  return  to  their 
own  planet. 

*'  I  suppose,'*  says  the  professor,  after  a 
pause,  ''  I  suppose  ordinary  Immortals 
would  be  very  greatly  puzzled  to  understand 
what  goes  on  in  this  little  world  of  ours. 
Why  do  people  weep  for  joy  and  weep  for 
sadness  ?  and  why  is  love  born  of  a  kiss 
extinguished  with  a  breath  ?  '' 

''  We  know  well  enough,  my  friend,  and 
so  would  these  Murani  if  once  they  tasted 
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of  the  passion  born  of  earth.  If  the  atmo- 
sphere of  Muran  preserves  from  decay,  surely 
the  dust  of  Earth  may  inspire  the  vol- 
uptuous thrills  of  passionate  longings  and 
deep  tragedies.  Why  should  the  lost  Im- 
mortals have  remained  with  the  fair 
daughters  of  men  but  to  enjoy  the  sweet 
vibrations  of  the  new  life  !  What  would 
happen,  think  you,  if  this  Immortal  were  to 
take  back  suf&cient  earth  to  give  the 
passionless,  immaculate  Murani  the  pleas- 
urable sensation  of  a  human  love  ?  " 

''I  do  not  know/'  says  the  professor, 
rising. 

''  Nor  I,  but  I  can  guess,''  says  madame. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

The  London  season  is  in  full  swing,  and 
Professor  Fonblanque  in  great  request 
amongst  fair  patients  wanting  their  nerves 
steadied  to  go  the  pace  and  stagger  to  the 
finish  in  the  first  rank.  It's  all  a  matter  of 
nerves  nowadays,  and  the  professor  has  a 
great  reputation  in  the  West  End  for  giving 
sleep  and  forgetfulness  and  pleasant  dreams. 
Only  to  have  one  of  ''  Fonblanque' s  sleeps  " 
when  tired  out  and  irritable  and  heart  torn 
by  the  ceaseless  play  of  many  passions,  is 
one  of  the  luxuries  of  life,  and  patients  have 
come  to  rely  too  largely  upon  the  physician 
who  alone  seems  able  to  give  a  sleep  of 
moments  the  duration  of  centuries  crowded 
with  sweet  illusion.  No  sadness,  no  re- 
morse, no  unsatisfied  longings  in  ''  Fon- 
blanque's  sleeps  ; "  and  the  miserable  come 
to  him  at  times  beseeching  to  be  kept  in  a 

perpetual  state  of  bliss,  never  once  more 
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to  awaken  to  the  actualities  of  life  with  its 
dreary  rounds  of  cloying  pleasures  and 
bitter  anguish.  The  inward  consciousness 
brought  into  activity  during  sleep  produced 
the  sense  of  supernal  joys  ;  and  the  pro- 
fessor will  have  it  that  what  men  and 
women  see  of  themselves  and  others  upon 
earth  is  only  deceptive  likenesses  of  them- 
selves, and  that  their  true  selves  are  un- 
affected by  the  play  of  things  wrongly 
counted  real,  the  same  as  ocean  depths  are 
undisturbed  by  the  shallow-crested  waves 
passing  over  with  storm  accompaniments. 
The  professor  runs  the  gauntlet  between 
scientists,  who  label  him  ''  mystic,''  and 
some  very  good  people  who  profess  to  be 
profoundly  unhappy  at  the  thought  that 
poor  mortals  can  be  otherwise  than  as 
corrupt  and  vile  and  hopeless  as  they  seem 
upon  the  surface. 

And  the  professor,  with  hectic  flush  and 
perpetual  pain  stoically  endured,  moves 
amongst  his  fair  patients,  this  hot  day  in 
July,  a  god  of  healing  and  of  comfort. 
Such  wells  of  pure  delight  gush  forth  from 
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souls  just  returned  from  the  magical  land 
of  dreams  that  it  seems  a  pity  for  them  to 
awake  once  more,  and  once  more  suffer  the 
anguish  of  tight  boots,  and  crowd  the 
German  baths  in  the  first  days  of  repentance. 
They  are  so  fresh  now,  the  old  stains  of 
remorseful  tears  wiped  away,  and  hope 
abounding  that  they  are  patched  up  for 
the  end  of  the  season,  when  the  mountain 
and  the  sea  will  do  the  rest. 

The  professor  is  in  his  room,  leisurely 
cutting  the  leaves  of  a  new  review,  when  he 
becomes  aware  of  the  presence  of  the  Im- 
mortal. The  visits  of  this  strange  being 
are  more  and  more  frequent  as  the  time 
draws  nigh  when  she  must  depart,  or  remain 
earth-bound  like  those  of  her  kind  whom 
she  seeks,  and  finds  not.  Ma-Mylitta 
comes  and  goes  now  without  warning  or 
announcement,  but  the  professor  knows 
when  she  is  present,  though  invisible,  as 
certain  as  he  knows  the  presence  of  anything 
in  his  room. 

She  is  visible  now,  standing  beside  a 
marble  bust  of  Hunter,  with  wings  folded 
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and  the  scarlet  rings  glowing  over  each 
bosom.  It  may  be  only  fancy,  but  the 
professor  thinks  the  scarlet  grows  more 
intensely  bright  as  the  days  pass,  a  warning 
and  a  reminder,  perhaps,  that  the  time  limit 
is  approaching. 

''  Dr  Riddle  is  very  hard  to  convince,'* 
says  the  professor,  as  though  continuing  a 
conversation.  ''  He  is  unwilling  to  accept 
you  as  a  fact,  and  yet  here  you  are.  It  is 
incredible  to  him  that  you  should  have 
travelled  from  Muran  to  Earth  in  a  point 
of  time." 

''  As  I  came  so  I  return — in  a  point  of 
time.  It  only  requires  a  little  imagination 
to  believe  a  fact/* 

''  But  may  you  not  have  been  under  some 
illusion  yourself,  and  have  fancied  that  you 
traversed  through  space,  from  atmosphere 
to  atmosphere,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
and  yet  have  taken  a  very  considerable  time 
doing  the  distance  ?  '* 

*'  It  is  a  fact  and  no  illusion ;  and  why 
should  my  word  be  doubted  because  what 
I  do  is  outside  the  experience  of  mortals 
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living  in  an  atmosphere  in  which  all  things 
decay  and  will  is  feeble  ?  Everything  de- 
pends on  atmosphere  ;  if  you  had  here  but 
the  atmosphere  of  Muran,  you,  too,  might 
be  immortal/'  Then  she  adds  quickly, 
"  If  you  could  but  come  with  me  !  '' 

The  professor's  bright  eyes  become 
brighter,  and  his  whole  being  thrills  with 
joy.  How  often  has  he  asked  himself  these 
last  few  days  whether  it  would  be  possible 
to  shuffle  off  the  little  ponderable  matter 
confining  him  to  Earth  and  accompany  the 
Immortal  to  another  sphere  ?  It  would  be 
splendid  to  be  able  to  take  to  Muran  the 
twentieth-century  ideas  of  a  little  globe 
which  has  apparently  been  left  to  develop 
itself  in  tears  and  bitter  agony  towards 
ideals  still  afar  off.  And  who  knows  ? 
He  might  be  allowed  to  return  again,  bring- 
ing with  him  secrets  which  would  hasten 
the  development  of  poor  humanity  and 
bring  about  the  Golden  Age  which  the  poets 
have  mistakenly  placed  in  the  past.  What 
has  been  but  a  secret  thought  takes  form 
in  the  words,  ''  If  you  could  but  come  with 
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me !  "  The  professor  can  only  sigh, 
''  Would  that  be  possible  ?  '' 

Ma-Mylitta  is  herself  perplexed  by  the 
simple  question  suggested  by  words  used 
without  apparent  intention,  and  rapidly 
she  plays  her  shoulder  wings  as  though 
marking  time  to  thought.  The  strange 
light  which  always  comes  with  this  move- 
ment of  the  wings  encircles  the  professor, 
and  a  sense  of  healing  passes  through  his 
frame.  It  may  be  only  fancy,  but  the 
sensation  is  glorious.  If  it  were  but  to 
continue  a  new  lease  of  life  would  be  his, 
and  he  understands  now  what  the  Immortal 
means  by  atmosphere  giving  perpetual 
youth,  when  a  passing  breath  of  the  storage 
brought  from  Muran  makes  him  feel  a  new 
man,  and  gives  the  flush  upon  his  pale  cheek 
a  deeper  and  a  richer  tint. 

Ma-Mylitta  suddenly  stops  the  play  of 
her  wings  and  says, ''  No,  it  is  not  possible.'* 
She  takes  no  notice  of  the  change  which 
within  a  few  moments  has  been  wrought  in 
the  appearance  of  the  professor,  who  is  left 
in  doubt  whether  the  indifference  is  apparent 
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or  real ;  or  whether  the  want  of  observation 
in  such  a  case  is  but  natural  in  a  being 
hving  perpetually  in  an  atmosphere  which 
preserves  all  things  from  decay. 

*'  If  I  but  possessed  this  secret,  and  could 
use  it,  what  power  for  good  would  be  mine !  " 
reflects  Professor  Fonblanque. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

Mrs  Montem  Brille  has  just  driven  from 
Park  Lane,  where  she  has  seen  the  presents, 
and  she  gives  Lady  Gerard  her  views  on  the 
happy  pair  who  are  to  be  united  to-morrow. 

''  It  will  be  something  for  your  Immortal 
to  talk  about  on  her  return/'  says  Mrs 
Montem  Brille,  who  seldom  misses  a  wed- 
ding, which  she  looks  on  as  the  natural 
ending  of  romance  commenced  or  carried 
on  in  the  Marchmont  gardens. 

No,  Lady  Gerard  does  not  intend  going, 
but  Mrs  Montem  Brille  may  take  Ma- 
Mylitta  and  explain  to  her  the  meaning  of 
a  ceremony  which  must  be  a  little  difficult 
for  a  rational  being  to  understand  who 
comes  from  a  world  in  which  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  marriage.  Her  ladyship  is 
a  little  out  of  sorts  this  morning,  for  Sir 
John  has  taken  it  into   his  head  to  be 
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scandalised  at  the  uncertain  habits  of  a 
visitor  who  comes  and  goes  without  knock- 
ing and  gives  no  account  of  her  movements. 
Sir  John  has  certainly  been  very  trying  of 
late,  and  made  her  fear  that  some  accident 
may  prevent  Ma-Mylitta  returning  to  her 
native  planet.  Lady  Gerard  is  not  in  the 
mood  this  morning  to  discuss  wedding 
presents  and  trousseau,  being  inclined  to 
look  upon  marriage  as  upon  a  fruit  having 
its  sour  side,  and  the  sour  side  pressed  to 
her  own  lips. 

''  I  will  take  her  with  pleasure.  Isn't  it 
a  duty  we  owe  a  stranger  interested  in  the 
history  and  habits  of  mortals  ?  '' 

''  I  suppose  so/'  says  her  ladyship, 
absently. 

''  Because,  my  dear  Lady  Gerard,  the 
next  time  she  comes,  if  she  come  again, 
marriage,  as  we  now  possess  it,  may  be 
as  obsolete  as  my  grandmother's  bonnet." 

Her  ladyship  forgets  Sir  John  and  is 
interested. 

"  What  is  the  last  new  thing  ?  "  she 
inquires. 
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'*  It's  only  talked  about,  you  know,  but 
you're  to  take  one  another  on  a  yearly 
tenancy,  with  a  quarter's  notice  ;  or  else 
on  a  short  lease,  with  the  option  of  renewal. 
Quite  regular  and  all  that ;  but  so  con- 
venient, just  as  you  take  a  house." 

*'  Would  not  weekly  arrangements  be 
more  convenient  still  ?  " 

''  Like  lodgings  ?  " 

**  Yes.  There  would  be  such  scope 
for  chaste  advertisements.  Quite  regular, 
of  course." 

*'  We  are  safe,  though  we  may  live  to  be 
old-fashioned,"  says  Mrs  Montem  Brille, 
laughing. 

"  Now  it's  all  over,"  whispers  Mrs  Montem 
Brille  to  Ma-Mylitta  as  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom disappear  into  the  vestry  and  the 
church  is  filled  with  the  incense  of  sweet 
sound. 

''  And  the  two  are  made  one  ?  " 
*'  That  is  the  idea — beautiful,  isn't  it  ? 
This  is  the  proper  ending  of  all  true  love," 
says  Mrs  Montem  Brille,  radiantly. 
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'*  But  where  is  the  bond  of  union  ?  " 

**  Oh,  that's  mystic  and  invisible.  No 
one  quite  understands  it ;  but  it  is 
there/' 

"  When  the  Immortals  came  from  Muran 
and  wooed  the  fair  daughters  of  men,  and 
made  wives  of  them,  they  sacrificed  their 
immortality.  The  bride  to-day  is  beautiful 
and  fair,  and  has  the  bridegroom  made  any 
sacrifice  to  obtain  possession  ?  '' 

Mrs  Montem  Brill  reserves  her  answer 
until  once  more  in  the  carriage. 

'*  The  Hon.  Jack  Candy,  that's  the  bride- 
groom, you  know,  sacrificed  the  privilege 
of  wearing  the  King's  uniform,  at  his 
friends'  expense,  it  is  true,  but  then  it 
suited  his  style  of  beauty  ;  and  with  his 
uniform  he  sacrificed  his  chance  of  becoming 
a  Field-Marshal,  and  then  getting  a  peerage 
with  a  cheque  of  six  figures  for  doing  his 
duty.  And  then  the  plumes  upon  his  hat ! 
I  don't  know  much  about  these  things,  but 
feathers  go  a  long  way  with  some  men. 
Jack  Candy  has  sacrificed  all  this,  and,  as  a 
reward,  his  debts  are  paid,  and  he  draws  a 
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monthly  allowance  for  '  spiffs/  and  '  spiffs  * 
are  the  things  which  men  who  do  nothing 
want  to  keep  them  in  good  temper/' 

'*  And  the  man  is  the  woman's,  body  and 
soul ?  " 

*'  Sometimes/'  replies  Mrs  Montem 
Brille,  cautiously. 

*'  Then  what  becomes  of  the  mystic  and 
invisible  bond  of  union  ?  " 

''  Oh,  that's  dissolved  in  another  place. 
Now  that  you  have  seen  the  mystic  knot 
tied,  we  will  go  to  the  Law  Courts  and  see 
Sir  Francis  Jeune  untie  it.  I  think  the 
proper  word  is  '  dissolve,'  so  that  a  marriage 
once  dissolved  is  as  though  it  had  never 
been.  All  fiction,  you  know,"  says  Mrs 
Montem  Brille,  pulling  the  check-string  and 
giving  a  direction. 

And  then  she  grows  eloquent  upon  the 
bride's  costume,  and  the  exquisite  beauty 
of  the  lace,  which  might  have  been  worked 
by  invisible  fingers,  so  fine  and  so  precious 
is  it.  But  the  Immortal  is  untouched  by 
the  eloquence  ;  so  she  halts  and  takes  her- 
self silently  to  task  for  indulging  in  such 
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*'  frivol ''    before    a    being    from    another 
sphere  on  a  mission  of  historical  inquiry 

and  research. 

•  ••••• 

''  That's  Sir  Francis/'  says  Mrs  Montem 
Brille,  indicating  a  lonely  figure  on  the 
bench  having  the  sad  and  weary  look  of  a 
man  in  despair  of  ever  hearing  the  truth 
again  from  mortal  lips.  ''  Some  people  say 
he  should  be  canonised  and  known  as  Saint 
Francis,  because  he  passes  so  much  of  his 
time  amongst  sinners." 

They  are  in  a  very  prosaic  Court,  stuffy 
and  dingy,  with  grey  oak  benches  and 
whitewashed  walls  to  typify  the  hue  and 
spirit  of  the  law. 

A  fair-haired  woman,  the  bloom  of 
maidenhood  not  long  past,  is  standing 
rigidly  upright  in  a  square  oak  box,  and 
looks  towards  Sir  Francis  with  mute  agony 
in  her  light  blue  eyes,  beseeching  to  be 
spared  the  bitter  shame  of  open  confession 
which  is  being  wrung  from  her  by  a  black- 
gowned  inquisitor  in  pedantic  wig  and 
faultless  bands  and  cuffs.     If  her  story  is 
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true  why  had  she  not  complained  sooner  ? 
The  secret  must  come  from  the  httle  palpi- 
tating heart.  Sir  Francis  cannot  help  her, 
though  he  sees  the  beads  of  perspiration 
gathering  quickly  upon  her  forehead.  Her 
one  little  secret  watered  with  such  bitter 
tears,  and  she  a  woman !  Everyone  is 
against  her. 

''  Answer  the  question/'  says  Sir  Francis. 
''  Why  did  you  forgive  your  husband  on  the 
third  occasion  ?  '' 

"  Because  I  loved  him  so,"  comes  from 
blanched  lips  ;  and  the  tortured  heart  is 
empty. 

Outside  the  Court  the  hum  of  polite 
conversation  in  Society  tones  fills  the 
corridors,  and  there  is  a  constant  whisking 
to  and  fro  of  dainty  skirts,  sending  up 
clouds  of  fine,  dry  dust.  Well-gloved  men 
dance  attendance  upon  their  lady-loves 
resting  impatiently  in  badly-lighted  window 
recesses  waiting  for  the  stupid  case  before 
Sir  Francis  to  end  and  the  real  play  to 
begin,  for  which  they  have  secured  tickets 
as   for   a  popular   matinee,   the  principal 
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players  being  very  fine  persons  in  a  very 
fine  world.  The  air  is  heavy  with  perfumes, 
and  there  is  little  to  remind  one  of  the  outer 
working  world  but  the  smell  of  honest  tar 
which  some  weather-bronzed  sailor  leaves 
behind  him  as  he  tacks  uneasily  through  the 
sauntering,  simpering  crowd  of  gay  butter- 
flies and  takes  refuge  in  an  adjoining  Court, 
set  apart  for  wrecks  of  another  sort. 

Some  of  the  idlers  are  already  seated  at 
little  round  tables,  discussing  ham  and 
chicken  and  sparkling  wines  ;  and  hovering 
round  them  are  their  own  sleek  flunkies, 
with  eyes  to  future  keyholes,  and  compro- 
mising acts,  and  teaching  one  another  how 
best  to  betray  the  masters  and  mistresses 
they  now  wait  on  with  well-drilled  ob- 
sequiousness. 

Mrs  Montem  Brille  passes  with  half- 
averted  face,  the  dreadful  sound  of  a  broken 
heart  ringing  in  her  ears.  There  is  the 
Lady  of  the  Dainty  Shoe  surrounded  by  her 
friends,  as  in  the  Marchmont  gardens, 
ready  to  fetch  and  carry,  and  Mrs  Montem 
Brille  feels  shame  and  hastens  away,  hoping 
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that  the  Immortal  by  her  side  may  not  have 
seen. 

''  When  shall  I  forget  the  cry  of  that  poor 
tortured  soul  ? — *  Because  I  loved  him 
so  !  '  '*  is  all  that  she  can  say  during  the 
return  drive. 

Ma-Mylitta  is  busy  with  her  own  thoughts. 

'*  I  see  that  on  Earth  the  woman  some- 
times makes  the  sacrifice.  I  wonder  if  the 
fair  daughters  of  men  made  sacrifices  to 
secure  the  immortal  Murani,  and  were 
content  when  they  got  them  ?  '' 

The  carriage  stops,  and  Ma-Mylitta^ s 
gown  and  hat  are  on  the  seat.  Mrs  Mont  em 
Brille  remembers  that  there  was  a  slight 
movement  by  her  side,  of  which  she  took 
no  notice,  and  she  now  delivers  the  articles 
with  stammering  apologies,  which,  however, 
to  her  great  relief,  are  quite  unnecessary, 
the  Gerard  household,  having  recovered 
their  nerves,  being  too  well  drilled  to  be 
astonished  at  anything.  And  my  lady  is 
not  at  home. 


CHAPTER  XXV 

'*  I  HOPED  you  would  come,  and  that  was 
why  I  ventured  to  put  my  address  on  the 
paper  which  I  handed  you  at  Dr  Con- 
stantia^s.  No,  I  am  not  at  all  frightened, 
and  I  like  you  so  much  better  without  a 
gown  and  hat,''  says  Miss  Moulton  with  a 
look  of  adoration  towards  her  visitor,  but 
with  such  trembling  in  her  low  musical 
voice  as  belies  the  assurance  of  her  words. 
''  We  shall  not  be  interrupted  here  ;  so  few 
come  to  see  an  Old  Maid/' 

Miss  Moulton's  modest  apartment  over- 
looks the  garden  of  a  square  which  has  seen 
better  days,  but  is  now  parcelled  out  into 
residential  flats.  She  has  a  fine  view  of 
the  sky  from  the  window,  in  front  of  which 
is  her  writing-table,  and  at  times  the  blue 
heavens  open  to  her.  She  has  been  writing 
something  to-day  with  the  intention  of 
sending  it  to  a  magazine,  but  will  probably 
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bury  it  in  one  of  the  deep  drawers  which 
she  calls  her  *'  catacombs/'  She  sees  so 
much  of  her  inner  self  in  what  she  writes 
that  she  shrinks  from  another  seeing  what 
she  has  written,  and  it  goes  into  the  ''  cata- 
combs/' with  the  secret  hope  that  some  day 
the  virgin  thoughts  of  Miss  Moulton  will 
have  a  joyful  resurrection. 

''  My  time  is  limited,  and  I  have  done  so 
little,"  says  Ma-Mylitta,  taking  the  Old 
Maid's  hand  in  her  own.  ''  I  thought  my 
task  would  be  easy  if  once  I  came  to  Earth  ; 
but  I  shall  return  without  tracing  the 
Immortals,  or  knowing  why  they  put  off 
immortality  and  remained  in  a  planet 
where  everything  suffers  and  decays." 

''  It  is  a  wonderful  story  ;  a  romance  of 
the  angels,"  says  Miss  Moulton. 

*'  But  the  motive.  What  was  the 
motive  ?  " 

''It  is  so  long  ago,  and  the  world  has 
changed,  perhaps,  but  according  to  all  the 
stories  the  inhabitants  of  other  planets  were 
very  fond  of  coming  to  Earth  and  staying 
with  the  fair  daughters  of  men." 
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"  But  they  returned  again,  according  to 
the  stories.  Professor  Fonblanque  hunted 
them  up  for  me  in  the  vain  hope  of  finding 
something  to  throw  Hght  on  the  fate  of  the 
immortal  Murani.  There  is  nothing  to 
help  me.  What,  what  could  have  been  the 
motive  for  so  great  a  sacrifice  ?  '' 

*'  Surely  it  was  love — love  which  accounts 
for  all  the  sacrifices  worthy  of  the  name 
which  have  taken  place  since  the  beginning. 
Surely  you  know  this,  for  you  cannot  live 
in  a  loveless  world.''  Miss  Moulton  fixes 
her  eyes  with  mute  compassion  on  the  face 
of  the  Immortal,  and  then  apologises  hastily 
for  the  mere  suggestion. 

"  When  you  enter  on  the  perfect  life  you 
will  know  that  there  is  no  need  for  love. 
In  Muran  everything  in  Nature  is  so  finely 
balanced  that  we  know  neither  sympathy 
nor  sacrifice,  love  nor  hate,  we  neither 
marry  nor  are  given  in  marriage.  Now  I 
know  that  on  Earth  everything  is,  of  set 
purpose,  arranged  upon  a  different  plan. 
You  can  hardly  conceive  how  out  of  place 
an  Immortal  feels  here.*' 
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"  Have  you  felt  nothing  of  sympathy 
and  compassion/*  asks  Miss  Moulton,  lifting 
her  eyes  with  the  hope  of  witnessing  some 
emotion ;  but  lowering  them  instantly  on 
encountering  the  profound  gaze  which 
seems  to  have  swallowed  up  all  the  past 
and  has  no  sunlight  in  it.  Her  own  heart 
is  set  beating  and  she  is  disappointed  that 
the  reality  is  so  different  from  her  vision. 
Is  perfection,  then,  so  very  cold  and 
hard? 

Ma-Mylitta  goes  to  the  window  and  looks 
upward,  as  though  to  assure  herself  that 
Muran  is  still  in  the  universe  and  that  her 
will  to  reach  it  is  not  weakening.  She  has 
certainly  no  intention  of  being  stranded  on 
a  planet  wherein  people  seem  to  delight  in 
killing  themselves  off  early  by  indulging  in 
emotions.     Then  turning,  she  says, — 

"  You  will  be  delighted  with  Muran,  if 
ever  you  get  there.*' 

Miss  Moulton  looks  towards  her  ''  cata- 
combs "  with  blank  despair.  All  these 
dreams  of  hers  in  which  she  has  gone  up 
and  down  the  endless  ladder,  laying  bare 
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her  heart  and  meeting  with  eternal  love 
upon  warm  lips,  all  these  dreams  are  but 
illusion,  and  her  happiness  in  dreaming 
waking  dreams  must  be  for  ever  gone,  she 
fears.  She,  too,  walks  towards  the  window 
and  looks  upwards,  but  sees  nothing,  the 
inward  light  being  quenched.  If  the  Im- 
mortals of  old  were  like  this  one,  then  the 
daughters  of  men  would  surely  have  never 
kept  them  to  themselves.  Two  sides  to 
every  bargain,  and  Old  Maid  though  she  be, 
she  will  not  yield  without  a  struggle  the 
paradise  to  come,  with  tears  and  kisses,  for 
cold  perfection,  tearless  and  loveless. 

"  If  you  have  never  felt  as  mortals  feel 
you  will  never  understand  the  thrill  which 
your  lost  Immortals  felt  when  they  said, 
'  We  will  become  mortal  if  we  can  but 
taste  of  love.*  There  is  the  secret  of  what 
you  wish  to  know.'' 

''  The  problem  may  be  solved  in  accord- 
ance with  your  suggestion/'  says  Ma- 
MyUtta. 

''  Let  me  hear  the  problem  and  I  may 
help  you." 
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*'  It  is  very  short.  Three  Immortals 
come  to  Earth  and  remain  until  their  radio- 
active powers  are  spent  so  that  they  cannot 
return.  Being  on  Earth  they  adapt  them- 
selves to  new  conditions  and  they  become 
as  mortals — eating  and  drinking  and  sleep- 
ing, and,  as  mortals,  breathing  an  atmo- 
sphere which  does  not  make  good  the  waste 
of  vital  energy.  They  are  mortal,  and  the 
fair  daughters  of  men  do  the  rest.'* 

''  And  why  not  ?  '' 

'^  I  fear  I  must  return  with  an  insufficient 
answer.     If  love  were  life — '' 

''  It  is,''  interrupts  Miss  Moulton,  eagerly. 

''  But  I  have  just  come  from  your  Divorce 
Court.     Were  there  always  divorces  ?  " 

''There  is  always  the  false,  and  if  your 
Immortals  had  kindled  love  and  then  re- 
turned to  Muran  they  would  have  been 
false  ;  but  to  show  that  they  were  true  they 
made  a  sacrifice,  and  the  greater  the  sacrifice 
the  greater  the  truth.  Was  it  not  an  act 
worthy  of  Immortals  to  teach  men  that 
woman's  love  was  worthy  of  the  greatest 
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sacrifice,  even  immortal  life  ?  Oh,  I 
believe  it !  '* 

'*  And  if  Immortals  come  on  Earth  again, 
do  you  think  they  will  remain  and  say 
immortality  is  well  lost  for  love  ?  '* 

"  If  they  come  we  shall  know.  I  am 
content  to  know  that  there  was  always  love 
in  this  world  ;  and  when  love  dies  the  end 
will  come.'' 

*'  I  have  my  answer,''  says  the  Immortal, 
and  the  spirit  of  combat  which  had  kept  up 
Miss  Moulton  suddenly  deserts  her  as  she 
thmks  she  has  been  too  egotistical.  A  film 
comes  over  her  bright  blue  eyes,  and  she 
turns  her  head  to  clear  them  and  then  to 
offer  some  meet  apology  ;  but  her  mysteri- 
ous visitor  has  gone. 

*'  I  don't  care,"  says  she,  ''if  it  is  all 
illusion.  It's  real  to  me,  and  I  have  said 
my  say,  if  only  to  myself.  I  have  known 
sorrow  but  I  have  loved,"  and  she  presses 
a  medallion  to  her  lips.  ''  If  I  am  an  Old 
Maid  I  am  not  soured,  and  the  fault  is  not 
thine,  my  love,  my  love  !  " 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

Lady  Gerard  receives  the  Immortars 
announcement  that  her  departure  is  near 
at  hand  with  an  inward  satisfaction  which 
will,  against  all  effort,  show  itself ;  for  Sir 
John  has  talked  so  much  to  her,  and  at  her, 
in  his  best  House  of  Commons  style,  about 
*'  future  liabilities  contingent  on  undeter- 
mined events,''  that  the  prospect  of  hearing 
the  phrase  no  more  is  a  relief  to  her.  Sir 
John  is,  in  fact,  a  little  nervous  lest  the 
nominal  hospitality  which  her  ladyship  has 
given  will  be  turned  to  advantage  by  the 
Opposition  at  the  next  General  Election, 
and  the  Whips  have  made  him  plainly 
understand  that  the  idea  of  a  strange  being, 
neither  fish,  flesh,  fowl  nor  good  red  herring, 
becoming  chargeable  to  the  great  British 
Empire,  has  aroused  parochial  instincts 
which  may  be  dangerous.     ''  The  smallest 

fraction  turns  the  scale  when  the  pocket  is 
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touched/'  say  the  wire-pullers,  and  Sir  John 
is  nervous. 

''  If  the  worst  happen,  I  suppose  some  of 
the  show  people  will  be  glad  to  take  charge 
of  an  Immortal  that  has  seen  better  days/' 
says  Sir  John  to  her  ladyship  in  one  of  his 
aggravating  moods. 

''  Do  not  be  frightened ;  the  Immortal 
will  not  exceed  her  days  of  grace/'  says  her 
ladyship,  flushing,  her  generous  instincts 
uppermost. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

'*  And  you  go  ?  *'  says  Professor  Fonblanque. 

'*  New  sensations  creep  over  me,  and  I 
feel  that  Earth  has  mysterious  attractions. 
My  time  is  Hmited  and  my  will  weakens  ; 
and  now  I  know  that  if  I  remain  I  shall 
become  mortal.' ' 

*'  A  mortal  who  has  lived  through  the 
ages  !  Were  you  to  become  one  of  us, 
feeling  like  us,  what  a  power  you  would 
become  in  a  world  longing  and  waiting  for 
someone  to  explain  the  mysteries  of  the 
universe.  You  carry  in  your  wings  the 
secret  of  healing,  and  if  you  were  human, 
and  knew  what  it  is  to  suffer  and  to  be  made 
whole,  you  would  say  it  is  no  ignoble  thing 
for  an  Immortal  to  remain  on  Earth  and 
relieve  those  who  suffer.' ' 

The  professor  meets  the  Immortal's  gaze 

without  flinching,  so  earnest  is  he,  and  this 
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is  his  last  opportunity  to  learn  something 
of  the  great  secret  which  Ma-Mylitta  pos- 
sesses without  appreciating,  or  apparently 
caring  to  appreciate,  its  supreme  import- 
ance to  humanity.     Then  he  adds, — 

''  I  felt  a  new  life  when  last  I  was  en- 
veloped in  the  luminous  rays  which  you 
produce  at  will.  Can  you  not  leave  me 
this  one  secret  ?  '' 

''  You  breathed  the  atmosphere  of  Muran, 
that  is  all.  I  have  told  you  that  I  am 
charged  with  it ;  but  there  is  a  limit  to  the 
supply,  and  already  I  feel  a  weakening  of 
energy  and  I  must  go." 

*'  But  is  there  nothing  upon  Earth,  no 
gas  which  may  be  made  to  yield  the  same 
blessed  results,  so  that  those  who  breathe 
may  become  whole  ?  '' 

''  The  earth  teems  with  it,''  replies  the 
Immortal. 

Professor  Fonblanque  pales  with  sup- 
pressed excitement.  He  is  surely  on  the 
brink  of  a  grand  discovery,  and  trembles. 
The  Immortal  moves  her  wings  and  light 
appears. 
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''  This  is  the  secret,  I  have  none  other. 
It  is  life,  and  the  earth  teems  with  it." 

"  Life  ?  " 

''  Yes,  the  life  which  every  living  cell  on 
earth  possesses ;  but  in  Muran  it  is  our 
atmosphere,  and  we  are  immortal.** 

''  Life  itself  !  And  how  may  I  capture 
it  ?  Take  life  from  life  and  it  ceases  to  be 
life." 

''  And  keep  me  from  Muran  and  I  cease 
to  be  immortal.  How  can  I  then  save 
myself  from  the  fate  of  those  I  seek  ?  " 

The  professor  is  disappointed.  Every- 
thing is  so  elusive. 

''  And  have  you  sufficient  energy  in 
reserve  to  carry  you  to-night  through 
boundless  space  ?  "  he  asks. 

''  Yes,  but  I  may  not  remain  one  moment 
beyond  my  allotted  time." 

''  And  that  is  short  ?  " 

*'  When  I  leave  you  I  return." 

"  And  I  ?  " 

The  professor  folds  his  arms  upon  his 
table  and  hides  his  face.  A  secret  longing 
comes  over  him.     Can  he,  too,  say  good-bye 
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to  Earth  and  soar  with  this  Immortal  ? 
He  is  so  weak  that  he  trembles  with  the 
thought  and  a  longing  which  have  all  the 
violence  of  a  great  passion. 

The  Immortal  bends  over  him  with 
folded  wings  and  hears  a  deep  sob,  and 
there  is  born  in  her  a  feeling  of  compassion. 
There  is  no  speech,  but  she  knows  what  is 
passing  in  another  soul,  and  the  strange 
desire  comes  over  her  to  comfort,  and  to 
say, ''  If  separation  is  so  bitter,  I  will  remain 
with  you/'  The  Old  Maid's  allegory  of  the 
Living  Tomb  of  Love  flashes  across  her 
mind,  and  instinctively  she  places  a  hand 
over  the  scarlet  circles  of  her  snow-white 
wings  and  feels  an  unknown  quiver.  Is 
this  Love  ?  Is  it  to  be  her  fate  to  love  on 
Earth  and  lose  her  place  in  Muran  ? 

The  professor  moves  not. 

The  Immortal  opens  her  great  wings,  and 
fans  and  fans  until  the  whole  chamber  is 
filled  with  luminous  rays,  and  the  bowed 
head  is  encircled  with  transcendent  glory. 
Still  he  moves  not.  An  unknown  dread 
comes  over  her  as  she  looks  upon  the  silent 
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figure,  and  she  agitates  her  wings  faster  and 
faster  yet,  without  a  thought  that  she  may 
be  spending  recklessly  the  reserves  of  radio- 
active force  which  are  to  take  her  home 
again.  All  that  she  wants  is  to  lift  the 
bowed  head  and  open  eyes  and  lips  closed 
and  silent.  Still  he  moves  not,  and  she  is 
alone  with  a  mystery  unknown  in  Muran. 

She  stands  alone  and  is  desolate,  her 
grand  hair  of  Venetian  gold  covering  her 
folded  wings. 

''  I  love,  and  now  I  know  why  the  lost 
Immortals  remained  with  the  fair  daughters 
of  men." 

•  •*••• 

The  hour  for  departure  has  come,  and 
Lady  Gerard  and  all  who  are  in  the  secret 
witness  the  final  upward  flight,  and  are 
spellbound  as  they  think  of  the  tremendous 
journey  through  space  to  the  planet  which 
they  have  learnt  to  know  as  Muran. 

Mrs  Montem  Brille  declares  that  she  sees 
two  figures  in  the  air,  but  others  say  it  is 
only  reflected  light. 

Professor  Fonblanque  is  discovered  in  his 
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room  with  head  bowed  upon  his  folded 
arms,  and  Mrs  Montem  Brille  now  says 
that  the  Romance  in  Radium,  which  she  is 
sure  commenced  in  the  Marchmont  gardens, 
will  surely  be  continued,  though  she  doesn^t 
know  where. 


THE    END 
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Though  this  work  is  published  anonymously,  the  publishers  are  able  to 
announce  that  it  is  from  the  pen  of  one  of  the  most  brilliant  writers  and 
publicists  of  the  period,  and  they  have  every  reason  to  believe  that 
the  book,  by  reason  of  its  audacity,  will  create  a  considerable  stir  in 
literary  circles.     (In  preparation.) 

The  conditions  under  which  writers  and  readers  have  multiplied 
from  the  days  of  albums  and  keepsakes,  written  and  edited  by  people 
of  quality,  to  those  of  high-class  monthly  reviews  of  to-day — The 
deeper  movements  and  superficial  changes,  as  well  as  the  individuals 
connected  with  this  progress,  from  the  great  Lord  Lansdowne  and 
Lord  Stanhope  to  Lady  Hayter  and  the  Savage  Club — Journalism 
behind  the  scenes,  as  well  as  before  the  footlights — The  unpublished 
history  of  the  great  newspapers,  London  and  Provincial,  their 
editors  and  their  writers — The  revelations  between  writer,  publishers, 
and  public — are  among  the  many  points  dealt  with  in  this  book. 

Goethe's   Life   at  Weimar  (1775  =  1779).     By 

G.  H.  Lewes.     Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 
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'€nffH6/i  Wn'terd  of  To-^ap: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt^  3^.  dd.  each. 
QeO.    Meredith,     a  study.    By  Walter  Jerrold.     With 

a  portrait  of  Geo.  Meredith  and  a  Bibliography. 

Saturday  Review. — "  it  is  a  credit  to  this  volume  ol  pleasant  criticism  that  it  has  a 
good  deal  of  Meredith  and  nothing  Meredithian.  .  .  .  On  the  whole,  the  estimate  is  clear 
and  sound,  and  the  little  book  should  be  an  excellent  prolegomena  to  the  study  of  Meredith. 
.  .  .  For  the  rest,  the  little  biography  is  modest  and  marked  by  a  very  thorough  knowledge 
of  the  books." 

Globe. — "  Mr  Jerrold's  disquisition  forms  a  careful  and  acceptable  guide — sympathetic 
and  generally  enthusiastic,  but  not  too  laudatory.  It  is  pleasant  nowadays  to  come  across  an 
appreciation  '  which  is  not  dithyrambic.'" 

Queen. — "No  fitter  man  could  have  been  chosen  for  the  task.  Mr  Jerrold  is  a  man  of 
the  widest  reading  and  the  soundest  literary  taste." 

Arthur   W.    Pinero.     a   study.     By   Hamilton   Fyfe. 
With  a  portrait  of  Mr  Pinero  and  a  BibHography. 

Academy. — "  Mr  Fyfe's  study  of  Mr  Pinero  is  critical  and  frank.  It  is  a  well-reasoned 
effort  to  '  place '  Mr  Pinero,  and  on  the  whole  it  is  successful.  It  was  wise  to  put  it  into  the 
hands  of  a  capable  writer  who  was  able  to  bring  a  trained  critical  intelligence  to  the  task." 

The  Times. — "  The  book  is  thoughtful,  lucid  and  vivacious,  altogether  a  competent  piece 
of  criticism." 

Sketch. — "  In  conclusion,  I  would  say  that  the  book  is  written  in  an  agreeable  style,  and 
though  it  shows  hard  thinking,  is  easy  reading,  and  deserves  the  consideration  of  all  those 
interested  in  our  stage." 

Rudyard    Kipling  :    The  Man  and  His  Work.     Being  an 

attempt  at  an  "  Appreciation."  Third  and  Enlarged  Edition  by  G.  F. 
Monkshood  and  Geo.  Gamble.  Containing  a  portrait  of  Mr 
Kipling. 

Daily  Telegraph. — "He  writes  fluently,  and  he  has  genuine  enthusiasm  for  his  subject 
and  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  his  work.  Moreover,  the  book  has  been  submitted  to 
Mr  Kipling,  whose  characteristic  letter  to  the  author  is  set  forth  on  the  preface.  ...  Of 
Kipling's  heroes  Mr  Monkshood  has  a  thorough  understanding,  and  his  remarks  on  them 
are  worth  quoting  "  (extract  follows). 

Algernon   Ciiarles   Swinburne,     a  study.     By 

Theodore  Wratislaw  (Dedicated  to  Theodore  Watts-Dunton), 
with  a  new  portrait  of  Mr  Swinburne  and  a  Bibliography. 

Review  of  the  Week. — "  it  is  not  only  a  study,  it  is  an  entertainment.  It  has  dignity 
and  no  dulness.  .  .  .  Though  an  appreciation,  it  is  not  an  exaggeration.  The  summing 
up,  though  masterly,  is  not  tyrannical.  It  is  concise  and  sufficient,  and  is  as  artistically 
written  as  artistically  informed.  Author  and  publisher  have  combined  to  make  the  book  one 
not  only  to  peruse,  but  to  possess.  The  price  is  more  than  moderate,  xht.  format  more 
than  presentable." 
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Bret  Harte  :  a  Treatise  and  a  Tribute.  By  T.  Edgar 
Pemberton,  Author  of  "The  Kendals,"  "Life  of  Sothern,"  etc., 
with  a  new  portrait  of  the  late  Bret  Harte  and  a  Bibliography. 

Spectator. — "  A  highly  interesting  book." 

Daily  Mail. — "  An  interesting  biography  full  of  good  things." 

Whitehall  Review.— "A  truly  delightful  book.  .  .  .  Written  in  no  mean  spirit  of 
atlulation,  it  is  a  well-balanced,  characteristic,  and  fair  estimate  of  a  jsersonality  and  a 
mind  far  above  the  average." 


Hall  Caine  :  Tlie  Man  and  the  Novelist.  By  C  Fred 
Kenyon.  Containing  a  portrait  of  Mr  T.  Hall  Caine  and  many 
hitherto  unpublished  letters  from  W.  E.  Gladstone,  Dante  Gabriel 
Rossetti,  John  Ruskin,  Wilkie  Collins,  R.  D.  Blackmore,  etc. 

Outlook.  —  "This  book  is  well  worth  reading." 

Publishers'  Circular.— "A  bright,  readable  volume." 

Liverpool  Mercury. — "  IMr  Kenyon  writes  fluently  and  well.     His  style  is  interesting, 
and  his  book  eminently  readable." 


HudibraS.  By  Dr  Butler.  with  an  introductory  note  by 
T.  W.  H.  Crosland.  With  Twelve  Illustrations  after  Hogarth. 
Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  top  edge  gilt,  with  bookmark,  2s.  net ;  leather, 
top  edge  gilt,  with  bookmark,  3s.  net. 

Bookman. — "  ^Nle^srs  Greening  here  give  us  a  most  interesting  reprint  of  Butler's 
celebrated  poem  in  a  form  which  strikes  us  as  being  entirely  appropriate.  The  size  of  page, 
type  and  margin  are  both  delightful  to  the  eye  of  a  book  lover,  and  pleasantly  reminiscent 
of  the  little  volumes  of  the  17th  century.  While  the  fine  paper,  iind  the  dozen  excellent 
reproductions  of  Hogarth's  well-known  plays,  the  portrait  of  Butler  himself,  and  the  neat, 
artistic  binding  make  it,  in  its  way,  a  miniature  Edition  de  Luxe." 


The  Wheel  of  Life,  a  few  Memories  and  Recollections 
(de  omnibus  rebus).  By  Clement  Scoxr.  With  portrait  of  the 
Author  from  the  celebrated  Painting  by  J.  Mordecai.  Third 
Edition,  Crown  8vo,  crimson  buckram,  gilt  lettered,  gilt  top,  2s. 

Illustrated  London  News.  —  "  The  story  Mr  Scott  has  to  tell  is  full  of  varied  interest, 
and  is  presented  with  warmth  and  buoyancy. 


''  Sisters  by  the  Sea."  Seaside  and  Country  Sketches 
By  Clement  Scott.  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  designed  by  George 
PowNALL.      Long  i2mo,  attractively  bound  in  cloth,  is. 

Dundee  Advertiser.  — "It  is  all  delightful,  and  almost  as  good  as  a  holiday.  The 
city  clerk,  the  jaded  shopman,  the  weary  milliner,  the  pessimistic  dyspeptic,  should  each 
read  the  book.  It  will  bring  a  suggestion  of  sea  breezes,  the  plash  of  waves,  and  all  the 
accessories  of  a  holiday  by  the  sea." 
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Some  Notable  Hamlets  ofthe  Present  Time.  (Sarah 
Bernhardt,  Henry  Irving,  Beerbohm  Tree,  Wilson  Barrett 
and  Forbes  Robertson).  By  Clement  Scott.  Illustrated  with 
portraits  drawn  by  W.  G.  Mein.  Cloth,  gilt,  2s.  6d.  New  Edition,  with 
a  chapter  by  W.  L.  Courtney,  dealing  with  Mr  H.  B.  Irving's 
impersonation  of  Hamlet.     Crown  8vo,  sewed,  is. 

Pilot. — ^^"This  book  will  be  eagerly  read  by  all  who,  not  having  had  an  opportunity  df 
seeing  this  or  that  actor  in  the  character,  is  anxious  to  know  '  how  it  was  done.'" 

Court  Circular. —"  Interesting  and  valuable.  Indeed  it  would  be  difficult  to  name 
any  better  theatrical  criticism.  The  style  is  nervous  and  vivid,  and  the  critical  acumen 
displayed  of  a  high  order.  .  .  .  The  criticisms  are  a  valuable  contribution  to  dramatic 
literature,  and  will  be  read  with  great  interest  by  all  plaj'goers." 

Pentonville   Prison    from    Within,      with  an 

actress  in  the  background.     By  E.  B.  P.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

T.  P.  *S  Weekly. — "His  experiences  are  recorded  with  a  «<i;;w// which  places  the  book 
rather  outside  the  usual  category  of  such  works.  The  picture  of  an  active  mind  driven  in 
upon  itself  is  vivid  and  effective." 

Vanity  Fair. — "  '  Pentonville  Prison  from  Within'  is  by  no  means  the  first  book  of  its 
kind,  but  1  think  it  is  not  inaccurate  to  say  that  its  ready  vigour  renders  it  a  much  more 
striking  piece  of  work  than  the  several  other  narratives  of  prison  life  that  have  come  in  my 
way." 

Woman  and  the  Wits.  Epigrams  on  Woman,  Love, 
and  Beauty.  Collected  and  edited  by  G.  F.  Monkshood,  Author 
of  "Rudyard  Kipling:  The  Man  and  His  Work,"  "Lady  Ruby," 
etc.  Fifth  edition,  revised  and  enlarged.  Artistically  printed,  on 
handmade  paper,  by  Messrs  Colston  &  Coy.  of  Edinburgh.  Foolscap 
8vo,  art  vellum,  gilt  extra,  top  edge  gilt,  3s.  6d. 

Great  Thoughts.— "  The  most  beautiful  book  on  my  table  is  '  Woman  and  the  Wits.' 
...  In  this  lovely  volume  of  about  200  pages  some  of  the  wisest,  wittiest,  tenderest 
epigrams  on  woman  and  on  cognate  topics  to  be  found  in  ancient  and  modern  times,  have 
been  brought  together  with  taste  and  judgment." 

Ladies'  Pictorial. — "  The  compiler  of  this  dainty  little  volume  has  produced  a  veritable 
lucky  bag  for  the  dipper  who  is  anxious  to  find  something  smart  and  clever." 

Madame. — "A  book  that  should  find  favour  on  every  woman's  table." 

Literary  World. — "  The  epigrams  are  well-selected,  and  should  form  a  perfect  armoury 
for  any  young  bachelor  put  up  to  propose  the  toast  of  '  The  Ladies.'  .  .  .  There  is  good 
variety  too." 

The  Cynic's  Posy.  Epigrams  written  and  compiled  by 
G.  F.  Monkshood.     Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  handmade  paper,  2s.  net. 

The  Worldling^'s  Wit.  a  dainty  book  of  epigrams, 
by  G.  F.  Monkshood.     Crown  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt,  2s.  net. 

Wit  and  Wisdom   from    Edgar  Saltus.     By 

G.    F.     Monkshood   and    Geo.    Gamble.     Uniform    in   style   with 
"  Woman  and  the  Wits."     Foolscap  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  top  edge  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
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The   Tale   of   a   Tub.      By  Dean  Swift.     Foolscap  8vo, 

cloth  gilt,  very  dainty,  edition.  2s.  net. 


Polite   Conversations.       By   Dean  Swift.      Foolscap 

8vo,  cloth  gilt  (uniform  with  a  "  Tale  of  a  Tub*'),  2s.  net. 


The     Pomps    of    Satan,       a    voluaie    of    Essays    by 
Edgar  Saltus.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

The  Queen. — "Mr  Edgar  Saltus,  the  famous  New  York  novelist,  has  never  received 
his  due  in  this  country;  Qua  style  there  are  few  writers  who  are  his  equals  ;  he  is  so  well 
read,  so  witty,  so  absolutely  free  from  verbiage.  'The  Pomps  of  Satan,'  his  new  work,  is 
not  a  novel,  but  a  volume  of  essays  bursting  with  point,  as  clever  as  '  Lady  Windermere's 
Fan.'     Its  paradoxes  are  simply  admirable." 

Sunday  Sun. — "We  confess  to  being  much  amused,    and    to   being   astounded    at   its 

cleverness." 

Outlook. — "This  is  a  series  of  satirical  essays  on  the  follies  of  life,  and  is  written  with 
keen  wit  and  ready  epigrams." 

Smart  Set. — "There  is  a  charm  and  brilliant  subtilty,  the  attraction  of  inverted  logic, 
the  fascination  of  sparkling  satire,  and  the  good  humour  of  the  moral  philanthropist  of  the 
Edgar  Saltus  brand.     '  Pomps  of  Satan'  is  mental  champagne." 


Captain  Mayne  Reid  :  His  Life  and  Adventures. 
By  his  Widow  and  Chas.  Coe,  U.S.A.  With  numerous  Portraits 
and  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 

World. — "The  career  of  this  popular  writer  was  adventurous  and  thrilling,  and  Mrs 
Mayne  Reid  tells,  in  the  most  entertaining  manner,  the  literary  history  of  her  husband  and 
the  eventful  incidents  of  his  career.  Altogether  it  is  a  fascinating  biography  of  an  interesting 
person." 


*'The  Lyons  Mail."  Being  the  true  story  of  the 
murders,  founded  on  an  authentic  account  by  one  of  the  descendants  of 
the  murdered  courier.  Translated  from  the  French  by  Robert  H. 
Sherard.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Morning  Advertiser.  —  "  Not  only  is  the  old  story  at  once  thrilling  and  true,  but  it  is 
difierent  from  the  drama  which  Sir  Henry  Irving  still  keeps  familiarly  before  the  present 
generation,  a  question  both  of  personal  justice  and  of  a  point  of  law  that  renders  the  Wook  as 
important  as  it  is  sure  to  be  popular. 


The  Elocutionist's  Handbook,     a  useful  little 

work  by  Carrington   Willis  (Founder  of  the  Shakspeare  Schools 
of  Rhetoric  and  Dramatic  Arts).     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  net. 
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Greening's  Popular  Reciter  and  the  Art  of  Elocu- 
tion. By  Ross  Ferguson.  Iniroduclion  by  Mr  Geo.  Alexander. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,    is. 

Free  La,lice.  —  "The  demand  for  pieces  in  prose  and  verse,  suitable  for  recitation,  \ery 
far  exceeds  the  supply  ;  indeed,  the  utmost  difficulty  is  experienced  by  professional  and 
iimateur  reciters  in  obtaining  anything  fresh.  To  both,  Messrs  Oreening's  little  book  will 
come  as  a  godsend.  'I'he  selections  are  both  in  the  comic  and  the  serious  vein,  and  are 
rendered  doubly  useful  to  the  beginner  by  the  introductory  essay  on  the  art  of  elocution,  by 
Ross  Ferguson,  which  contains  some  valuable  hints.  The  book  is  introduced  by  a  preface 
by  Mr  George  Alexander." 

Fatalism  :  True  and  False.    Hy  W.  Henry-Miller.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 

The  author  maintains  the  truth  of  a  form  of  the  doctrine  of  fate  which 
admits  room  for  the  play  of  will.  He  lays  down  a  set  of  principles  for  each 
reader  to  test  in  order  to  prove  that  the  thoughts  and  actions  of  men  are  the 
products  of  necessity.  Yet  the  doctrine  is  not  the  hopeless  one  which  the 
Oriental  recognises  as  "  Kismet."  Mr  Henry-Miller  believes  in  fate,  but 
he  does  not  believe  in  fore-ordination. 

Scotsman.  —  "A  remarkable  essay.  Thoughtfully  and  temperately  argued,  and  based 
upon  a  lucid  and  interesting  examination  of  the  springs  of  human  character." 

Woman  :  a  study  and  Defence.  Adapted  from  the  French 
of  Alfred  Fouillee  by  the  Rev.  T.  A.  Seed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  2s.  6d. 

Suuday  Special. — "  There  is  much  curious  information  in  this  little  book,  first  as  to  the 
scientific  origin  and  formation  of  the  feminine  portion  of  humanity,  and  next  as  to  woman  s 
limitations  and  powers.  ' 

Britain's  Peril.  An  Exposition  of  our  Fiscal  Policy. 
By  T.  J.  Morris.      Crown  8vo,  cloth,   is. 

The  Author,  The  Ghost,  and  The  Society. 

By  Hume  NiSBEr.      Crown  8vo,  sewed,   is.  net. 

The   Messiahship    of   Shakspeare.     Sung  and 

Expounded   by  Clelia  (Chas.   Downing).       Demy   8vo,   art   cloth 

gilt,  5s. 
Daily  Telegraph  (W.  L.  Courtney)  .says  :— "  It  is  a  wonderful  book  that  Mr  Downing 
has  written,  and  no  brief  analysis  could  do  it  adequate  justice." 

God  in  Shakspeare.  An  Evolution  of  the  Ideal  in 
the  Poet's  Works.  By  Clelia  (Chas.  Downing),  Author  of  "The 
Messiahship  of  Shakspeare."  Second  Edition  with  a  new  preface. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Daily  Chronicle.— "  Intelligent  and  scholarly,  acute  and  careful." 

Glasgow  Herald.—"  A  knowledge  of  Shakspeare  unrivalled  except  by  Mr  Swinburne." 
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The  Adventures  of  Ulysses,  the  Wanderer. 

An  Old  Story  retold.     By  C.   Ranger  Gull.     Illustrated  by  W.  G. 
Mein.     Edition  de  Luxe. — Demy  8vo,  printed  on  Antique  Handmade 
Paper,  and  bound  in  Half  Japanese  Vellum,  cloth  sides,  gilt  lettered, 
and  gilt  top  ;    limited   to  one  hundred  and  ten  copies,  signed  by  the 
Author  ;  5s.  net. 
Great  ThOUglltS.  — "  A  brisjht  and  brilliant  prose  rendering  of  this  immortal  poem.'' 
Glasgow  Herald. — "Told  in  beautiful  narrative  form.  ...     Mr  JMein's  illustrations  are 
beautifully  executed,  and  add  nuich  to  the  power  of  the  story.'' 

Northern    Lights    and    Shadows.      stoiies   of 

Eskimo  Life.  By  K.  G.  Tap.er,  with  some  folk-lore  tales  translated 
from  the  original  Eskimo,  and  an  autograph  letter  from  the  Marquis  of 
Lome  reproduced  in  facsimile.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Daily  Chronicle. — "We  take  pleasure  in  commending-  the  book  l)ecause  of  its  freshness 
and  genuine  e.vcellence.  Mr  Taber  has  undoubtedly  struck  what  is  a  virgin  soil  .=  0  far  as 
fiction  is  concerned.  The  local  colour  of  the  st(My  is  nos'el  — so  novel,  in  fact,  as  to  give  (|uite 
an  unusual  interest  and  value  to  the  book.'' 

Some    Home    Truths  re  The    Maori    War, 

1863  to  1869,  on  the  West  Coast  of  New  Zealand.  By  Lt.-Col. 
Edward  Gorton  (New  Zealand  Militia),  late  Captain  H.M.  29th 
and  57th  Regiments.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 

A  Trip  to  ParadOXia  and  other  Humours  of  the 
Hour.  Being  Contemporary  Pictures  of  Social  Fact  and  Political 
Fiction.  By  T.  H.  S.  Escott,  Author  of  "Personal  Forces  of  the 
Period,"  etc.     A  new  and  cheaper  edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Standard. — "A  book  which  is  amusing  from  cover  to  cover.  Bright  epigrams  abound 
in  Mr  Escott's  satirical  pictures  of  the  modern  world.  .  .  .  Those  who  know  the  inner 
aspects  of  politics  and  society  will,  undoubtedly,  be  the  first  to  recognise  the  skill  and 
adroitness  with  which  he  strikes  at  the  weak  j^laces  in  a  world  of  intrigue  and  fashion.  .  .  . 
There  is  a  great  deal  of  very  clever  sword-play  in  Mr  Escott's  description  of  Dum-lJum 
(London),  the  capital  of  Paradoxia  (England)." 

Bye=Ways  of  Crime.  with  some  stories  from  the 
Black  Museum.  By  R.  ].  Power-Bkrrey.  Profusely  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo,  cloih,  2s.   6d, 

Outlook. — "  Decidedly  you  should  read  Mr  Power-Berrey's  interesting  book,  taking 
laugh  and  shudder  as  they  come." 

Ideal   Physical    Culture,  And  the  ^rruth  about  the 

Strong    Man.       By   Apollo   (the    Scottish    Hercules    and    Sandow's 
Challenger).     Seventh  Edition.     Profusely  ilkistrated,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
To-day.—"  It  is  a  very  sensible  book,  and  Apollo  knows  what  he  is  talking  aliout." 
County  Gentleman.— "Will  prove  useful  to  aspiring  young  athletes.  ' 
■Westminster  Gazette.— "Those  who  take   an  interest  in  Physical  Culture  will  find 
the  manual  instructive  and  useful." 
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The  Science  and  Art  of  Physical  Develop= 

MENT.  Hints  on  the  Sandow  System  by  W.  R.  Pope.  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo,  strong  cloth,   is. 

Manchester  Guardian.  —  "  Mr  Pope  writes  with  knowledge  and  sense.' 
Scotsman. — "  Full  of  useful  suggestions  for  athletes." 
Irish  Times.  — "A  little  book  of gre.it  value." 

From    the    Book    Beautiful.      Being  Some   om 

Lights  Re-lit.  By  C.  Ranger  Gull.  Illustrated  by  W.  G.  Mein. 
Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

British  Weekly. — "Among  the  man3' attempts  which  have  recently  been  made  to  fill 
out  the  Bible  stories  with  the  realistic  touches  suggested  by  oin-  increased  knowledge 
of  the  conditions  of  life  in  ancient  times,  this  anonymous  volume  will  take  a  high 
place.  Seven  stories  are  retold,  some  from  the  Old,  some  from  the  New  Testament. 
To  certain  tastes  they  may  seem  too  elaborately  wrought,  the  author  evidently  relishes 
what  is  gorgeous,  and  his  descripiions  of  Potiphar's  house  are  very  richly  inlaid  with 
ornament,  but  whatever  be  the  judgment  of  readers  in  this  respect,  there  can  be  no 
question  as  to  the  effective  realism  of  the  narratives.  Certainly  some  of  the  stories  will 
convey  both  to   children  and  adults  fresh    and  memorable  conceptions  of  Biblical  scenes." 

A    History    of    Nursery    Rhymes.      By   Percy 

B.  Green.  This  interesting  Book  is  the  result  of  many  years' 
research  among  nursery  folk-lore  of  all  nations,  and  traces  the 
origin  of  nursery  rhymes  from  the  earliest  times.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 

World. — "  Will  be  found  entertaining  by  everybody." 

Spectator.  —  "  The  reader  will  find  much  curious  matter  in  Mr  Green's  volume." 

Pipes  and  Tobacco.  a  Bright  and  interesting 
Discourse  on  Smokers  and  Smoking  by  J.  W.  CUNDALL.  Long  8vo, 
cloth,  6d. 

To-day.—"  Mr  J.  W.  Cundall  has  written  a  little  volume  which  all  lovers  of  the  fragrant 
weed  will  read  with  interest  and  amusement.  In  addition  to  an  account  of  the  historj-  cf 
tobacco,  and  the  science  of  its  growth  and  blending,  many  entertaining  anecdotes  are  related 
of  famous  smokers,  and  a  large  amount  of  odd  information  of  use  to  smokers  imparted.  For 
a  modest  outlay  of  sixpence,  at  which  price  it  is  published,  no  devotee  of  '  My  Lady 
Nicotine'  need  lack  this  latest  appreciation  of  his  goddess.'' 

A  Man  Adrift.  Being  Leaves  from  a  Nomad's  Portfolio. 
By  Bart  Kennedy.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  6s. 

Mr  Andrew  Lanc,  in  the  course  of  a  long  and  laudatory  notice  in  Longman'S 
Magazine  said:— "it  is  a  strange  photograph  of  rude  and  violent  life.  The  narrator 
always  carries  his  life  in  his  fist.  He  describes,  better  than  any  other  writer,  the  existence 
of  a  tramp,  and  gives  an  amazing  account  of  the  brutality,  and  even  torture,  practised  on 
workers  in  some  parts  of  the  United  States.  .  .  .  The  book  is  as  simple  in  style  as 
Swift's  writing  ;  a  kind  of  labouring  Trelawny  might  have  fathered  these  adventures  oj 
a  younger  son." 
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In  Quaint  East  An^lia.  Descriptive  sketches. 
By  T.  West  Carnie.  Illustiated  by  W.  S.  Rogers.  Lonsf  i2mo, 
cloth,  IS. 

Observer. — "That  East  Anglia  exercises  a  verj'  potent  spell  over  those  who  once  come 
under  its  influence  is  proved  by  the  case  of  George  Borrow,  and  all  who  share  in  the 
fascination  will  delight  in  this  brightly  written,  conipanional)le  little  \olume.'' 

Rip  Van  Winkle,  together  with  "the  legend  of 

SLEEPY  HOLLOW."  By  Washington  Irving,  and  the  Com- 
plete Literary  and  Theatrical  History  of  the  Story  by  S.  J.  Adair 
Fitz-Gerald.  Crown  8vo,  art  cloth,  decorative  cc.ver  by  Will  Smart, 
top  edge  gilt,  2s. 

Bookman. — "  This  edition  of  Irving's  famous  legends  is  in  every  way  to  be  commended. 
Type,  paper  and  illustrations  are  good,  and  Mr  F'itz-Gorald  adds  to  the  originals  the 
stage  and  literary  history  of  '  Rip  Van  Winkle  '  which  is  well  worth  reading." 

Financial    Philosophy.      a  Series  of  sketches  of  city 

Life  and  Characters.  By  Helene  Gingold,  Author  of  "The 
Chillingfield  Chronicles,"  etc.  Illustrated  by  Harry  Furniss. 
Demy  8vo,  sewn  picture  wrapper,   is. 

Sun.— "  Interesting  and  amusing.  Displays  a  keen  sense  of  humour,  while  a  leading 
dictator  in  present-day  politics  comes  in  for  some  decided  home  thrusts." 

Poetic  and  Dramatic  Works.     By  Hume  Nisbft. 

Author's  Edition.  In  four  Volumes,  with  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
Title-Page,  by  the  Author,  to  each  Volume.  Price  I2s.  6d.  per 
Volume  net. 

These   volumes   will    be    issued    at    regular    intervals.       Volume    First — 
immediately.     The  Edition  is  limited  to  500  copies,  ordinary  Edition  ;  and  25 
special  copies,  on  Large    Size    Handmade  Paper,  and  artistic  Binding,  each 
copy  having  an  extra  Original  Water-colour  Drawing  by  tlie  Author. 
Price,  per  Special  Copy,  £1,  is.  net. 

Contents  of  Volumes. — Vol.  I.  Hathor  ;  an  Egyptian  Masque;  and  other 
Poems  ;  Colonial  Tales  in  Rhyme.  Vol.  11.  Dramas.  Vol.  III.  Songs, 
Rovmdelays  and  other  Verse  ;  xMemories  in  Verse.  Vol.  IV.  Speculations  and 
Surmises  ;  Miscellaneous  Verse. 

Indictments.        By    T.    W.    H.    Crosland,    Author    of 

''  Lovely  Woman,"  "The  Wild  Irishman,"  etc.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

Three  for  a  Penny  ;  or,  Hints  for  Advertisers.  A 
Skit  by  T.  W.  H.  Cuosi.and.  Illustrated  by  David  Whitelaw. 
Crown  4to,  sewed,  is.  net. 

The     Royal     Standard     of     God's     United 

Kingdom.  A  very  original  and  daring  Theological  work  by  an 
anonymous  writer.  Frontispiece,  "  The  Light  of  the  World,"  by 
Holman  Hunt.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
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The     Privilege    of    Motherhood.       a   Popular 

Treatise    by    Lucie    Simpson    (Ceriified    Teacher   and    Lecturer   on 
English  Literature  under  the  L.C.C.)-     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Some  of  the  Subjects  dealt  with  : — 
The  Call  of  Motherhood.  Incompetent  Mothers. 

Irresponsible  Mothers.  Child  Nature. 

Child  Training.  Recreation  and  Companionship. 

The  Daily  Telegraph  says:— "It  is  a  book  which  should  1)6  put  into  the  hands  of 
thoughtful  girls  who  are  anxious  to  do  their  duty  in  that  state  of  life  into  which  it  shall  please 
God  to  call  them.     It  will  set  them  thinking  and  acting  on  the  right  lines." 

Spectator. — "  This  little  book  is  full  of  good  sense.  .  .  .  The  author  goes  through  the 
various  stages  of  a  child's  life,  and  has  always  something  well  worth  noting  to  say." 

The  Ballad  of  the  Soul's  Desire,     a  Poem  by 

Vernon  Nott.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Northern  Whig.  —  "The  language  in  places  rises  to  a  high  standard  of  power  and 
eloquence.  .  .  .  There  are  ideas,  too,  as  well  as  language  in  this  striking  allegory,  and,  if  it 
be  the  author's  first  work,  we  may  expect  to  hear  of  him  again." 

Glasgow  Herald. — "  The  style  and  quality  of  the  poem  will  appeal  to  the  imagination 
of  readers  who  love  ballads  for  simplicitj'." 

The     Journey's     End.       Poems.      By    Vernon    Nott, 

Author  of  "The  Soul's   Desire."'      2s.   6d.   net. 

Outlook. — "  The  poem  which  gives  the  title  to  this  volume  is  a  beautiful  piece  of  work, 
descriptive  of  a  woman's  sin  and  her  repentance." 

Lloyds.  — "  Mr  Nott  has  a  fantastic  and,  now  and  again,  a  very  weird  imagination,  which 
he  expresses  in  excellent  \'erse.  The  long  poem  in  this  volume  is  the  one  which  gives  it  its 
title,  and  is  a  very  powerful  bit  of  work,  depicting  the  development  of  a  woman  who  has  no 
friends  left  but  death.   ...      It  is  altogether  a  most  cle\'er  and  readable  \'olume  of  poems." 

Antony    with    Cleopatra.       a  Nocturne   by  Vi  rnon 

Nott,  Author  of  "The  Journey's  End,"  etc.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 

2s.  6d.  net. 

Great  Thoughts.  —  "A  half-crown   might  with   profit  be   invested   in   'Cleopatra  with 

Antony,'  an  epic  poem  of  great  power  and  beauty  by  Vernon  Nott  (Greening,  2s.  6d.  net).     It 

would  bring  in  a  revenue  of  realised  historic  incident  and  character,  of  rich  poetic  feeling,  of 

fancy  and  imagination,  embodied  and  expressed  in  vigorous  and,  at  times,  in  exquisite  blank 

verse.     The  two  lovers  meet  in  Antony's  palace  at  Alexandria  the  night  after  his  arrival  from 

the  disaster  at  Actium,  and,  under  the  shadow  of  death,  re-tell  the  story  of  their  lives.     The 

poem  is  a  living  and  organic  whole,  a  perfectly  articulated  work  of  art.  " 

The    Water   of    Marah.       a    Volume    of  Verse.      By 
Cecil  Stafford.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  net. 

Sheffield  Telegraph.— "  An  unpretending  volume  of  verse,  containing  some  sonnets  of 
superior  merit  and  a  few  pleasing  songs." 

Oils  and  Water=ColOUrS.    NaturePoems.    RyWiLUAM 
Renton.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  lettered.     5s.  net. 
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Quiet  Holiday  Resorts  at  Home  and  Abroad.  A 
Practical  Guide,  containing  complete  particulars  of  about  three  hundred 
quiet  Resorts,  with  details  that  would  be  useful  to  holiday  seekers,  also 
some  Motor  and  Cycle  Tours.  Crown  8vo,  sewed,  is.  net.  Cloth, 
2s.  net. 

Oscar   Wilde  :    The  story  of  an  Unhappy  Friendship.     By 

ROBT.   R.   Shkrard.     With  portraits  of  the  late  Oscar  Wilde  at  dif- 
ferent periods  in  his  career.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  5s.  net. 

Patriotism  or  Self = Advertisement?    a  Social 

Note  on  the  Transvaal  War,  1899-1900.     By  Marie  Corelli.     Sixth 
Edition.     4to,  sewed,  2d. 

Nebo  :  The  Merchant  of  Susa.  A  Drama  in  Three  Acts. 
By  A.  J.  Ferreira.  Foolscap  8vo,  hand-made  paper,  art  cloth,  gilt, 
2s.  6d.  net 

Aberdeen  Free  Press.—"  A  highly  readable  piece  of  work,  and  it  would,  we  feel  sure, 
if  suitablj'  mounted  and  in  the  hands  of  capable  actors,  prove  eminently  effective  on  the 
stage.  The  action  is  rapid,  there  are  no  diffuse  vapourings,  and  there  is  ample  scope  for 
attractive  scenic  efifect.' 

Blighted  Billets  DOUX.     Compiled  by  Captain  Arthur 

Eliot.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  and  tied  with  white  satin  ribbon,  is. 

The  Great  War.  The  story  of  the  Boer  War,  1899- 1900. 
Told  in  verse  by  A.  Shipway  Docking.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d.  net. 

Weeds    and    Flowers.       Poems   by   William    Luther 

Lo.XGSTAFF,  Author  of  "The  Tragedy  of  the  Lady  Palmist."     Crown 

8vo,  art  cloth,  gilt  extra,  gilt  top,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Sun. — "Mr  Longstafif  has  real  fire  and  passion  in  all  of  his  work.  He  has  a  graceful 
touch  and  a  tuneful  ear.     There  is  exquisite  melody  in  his  metre." 

Village  Life  and  Feeling.  Songs  and  Verses  By 
Rupert  Upperton,  the  Ploughboy  Poet.     2s.  6d.  net. 

The    Seven     Champions    of    Christendom. 

A  book  for  Boys.     By  C.  Ranger  Gull.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

The  Sorrows  of  Jupiter,  a  Satire  by  "Julius." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Letters    of    a    Bohemian.       By    Belle   Livingstone. 

Crown  8vo,   is. 
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A  Vag^abond  in  Asia,  a  Volume  of  Travel  off  the 
Beaten  Track.  By  Edmund  Candler.  With  Illustrations  from 
Photographs,  and  a  Map  showing  the  Author's  route.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

Standard.  —  "The  book  is  written  with  humour,  his  impressions  of  men  and  places  are 
vivid,  and  the  charm  of  the  volume  is  heightened  by  illustrations,  some  of  which  bring  us 
face  to  face  with  typical  natives  of  the  East,  whilst  others  afford  fair  glimpses  of  tropical 
scenery." 

The  Virgin   and   the  Fool,     a  Travesty.     By  Ellen, 

or  G.  LiNNE  (whichever  you  please).     2s.  net. 

Scotsman.—"  It  is  a  clever  eccentric  oddity,  half  short  stories,  half  a  collection  of  smart 
epigrams,  which  is  entertaining  while  it  lasts." 

Outlook. — "Some  quaint  views  of  life  pungently  put." 

The  Play  Pictorial,  a  Monthly  illustrated  Journal. 
6d.  net. 

"  The  Play  Pictorial"  is  published  on  the  ist  of  each  month,  and 
deals  in  a  most  complete  manner  with  all  successful  productions  on  the 
London  Stage.  Each  part  or  number  is  entirely  devoted  to  a  single 
production.  "The  Play  Pictorial"  is  an  art  production  throughout, 
costing  6d.  net  monthly,  and  is  obtainable  direct  or  to  order  from  all 
Newsagents  and  Bookstalls  throughout  the  kingdom. 

The  Play  Pictorial.    Vols,  i.,  ii.,^  iii.,  and  iv.    4to, 

cloth,  richly  gilt,  6s.  net  each.     Vol.  V.,  containing  nine  plays,  7s.  6d. 
net. 

Each  volume  contains  six  plays,  fully  illustrated  by  fine  engravings 
from  photographs  especially  taken.  "The  Play  Pictorial"  is  a  book 
original  in  form  and  artistic  in  design,  and  the  volumes  form  really 
splendid  gift  books. 

*  Vols.  L  and  IL  are  out  of  print. 

The  Play.     Vol.  I.     4to,  doth,  gilt,  6s.  net. 

The  Playgoer.    Vois.  i.,  ii.,*  in.  and  iv.,  doth,  5s.  net 

each. 

"  The  Playgoer  "  is  an  illustrated  record  of  the  theatrical  world. 

*  Vols.  L  and  IL  are  out  of  print. 

Bachelor  Ballads  and  other  Lazy  Lyrics.     By  Harry  A. 

Spurr,  Author  of  "A  Cockney  in  Arcadia."     With  Fifty  Illustrations 
by  John  IIassall.     Crown  8vo,  art  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

St  James's  Gazette.—"  Distinctly  clever." 

Globe. — "  Mr  Spurr  goes  in  for  humour,  and  with  very  considerable  success.  .  .  .  Alto- 
gether he  is  as  funny  as  he  is  fluent.     Mr  Hassall's  illustrations  are  also  genuinely  comic." 

Literary  World. — "The  book  is  good  from  beginning  to  end,  and  its  excellent  illus- 
trations by  John  Hassall  are  fittingly  humorous." 
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Dan  Leno  :  Hys  Booke.  A  Volume  of  Frivolities  : 
Autobiographical,  Historical,  Philosophical,  Anecdotal  and  Nonsensical. 
Written  by  the  late  Dan  Leno.  Profusely  illustrated  by  Popular 
Artists.  2Cth  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  art  cloth,  gilt  edges,  is.  6d. 
Popular  Edition,  sewed,  picture  cover,  6d.  This  enormously-successful 
book  of  genuine  and  spontaneous  humour  has  been  received  with  a 
complete  chorus  of  complimentary  criticisms  and  pleasing  "  Press  " 
praise  and  approval.     Here  are  a  few  reviewers'  remarks  : — 

Scotsman.—"  Bombshells  of  fun." 

Lloyds. — "  One  long  laugh  from  start  to  finish." 

Globs. — "  Full  of  exuberant  and  harmless  fun." 

English  Illustrated  Magazine.— "A  deliciously-humorous  volume." 

Catholic  Times. — "The  fun  is  fast  and  furious." 

DAN  LENO,  HYS  BOOKE,  is,  says  the  Liverpool  Review,  "the  funniest  publication 
since  'Three  Men  in  a  Boat.'  In  this  autobiographical  masterpiece  the  inimitable  King 
of  Comedians  tells  his  life  story  in  a  style  ihat  would  make  a  shrimp  laugh." 

Says  the  Daily  News  (Hull):  — "The  funniest  book  we  have  read  for  some  tmie.  You 
must  perforce  scream  with  huge  delight  at  the  dry  sayings  and  writings  of  the  funny  little 
man  who  has  actually  killed  people  with  his  patter  and  his  antics.  Page  after  page  of  genuine 
fun  is  reeled  off  by  the  great  little  man." 

These  are  a  Jew  opinions  taken  at  random  from  hundreds  of  notices. 

Sue.  A  Play  by  Bret  Harte  and  T.  Edgar  Pemberton. 
Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Some  Legends  of  the  Fells.  By  C.  Barlow  Massicks. 
6d. 

Smith  of  the  Shamrock  Guards.    The  "Ragged  ' 

Lieutenant.     By  "Officer."     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

This  play  was  intended  for  production  at  a  West  End  Theatre,  but 
the  performance  could  not  be  given,  as  the  Lord  Chamberlain  twice 
refused  his  license,  owing  to  the  piece  containing  references  to  the 
"  Ragging"  cases. 

Dramatic  Criticism,  a  Record  of  the  London  Stage 
for  1901.     By  J.  T.  Grein.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

The  Pillypingle  Pastorals,    a  Series  of  Amusing 

Rustic   Tales   and    Sketches.     By    Druid    Grayl.      Profusely    Illus- 
trated by  Walter  J,  MoR(iAN.     Crown  8vo,  art  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Outlook. — "The  stories  are  well  told,  and  tend  to  provoke  laughter." 
Scotsman. — "A  lively  book  of  comical  yarns.     It  is  frivolous,  doubtless,  but  it  is  funnj', 
and  any  reader  will  like  it  who  enjoys  a  hearty  laugh." 

Vanity  Fair. — "Most  certainly  entertaining,  and  readers  will  enjoy  it.  It  is  well 
illustrated." 

MacStodger's  Affinity,  a  Humorous  Story  by  David 
Whitelaw.     Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Foolscap  8vo,  sewed,  is. 
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Nonsense  Numbers  and  Jocular  Jingles  for 

Funny  Little  Folk.      Written  by  Druid  Grayl,  with  full-page 
Illustrations  by  Walter  J.  Morgan.     410,  cloth  boards,  3s.  6d. 

Record. — "A  really  witty  book.  Just  the  sort  of  nonsense  that  appeals  to  little  folk,  and 
the  pictures  are  quite  laughable.  There  is  an  abundance  of  really  good  humour  to  be  got 
from  these  pages,  which  are  altogether  free  from  vulgarity." 

World.  — "  Appeals  directly  to  children,  and  would  make  a  delightful  present  for  any  little 
boy  or  girl.'' 

Saintly  Sinners.     (Anonymous).     6d. 

After  Dinner  Ballads.    By  Hubert  c.  s.  Colborne. 

2S. 

A  Volume  of  Verse     By  t.  h.  t.  Case.    2s.  6d. 

Blots  and  Titters.  And  other  Fairy  Fancies.  A 
Juvenile  Book.  By  A.  J.  Ferreira.  Illustrated  in  colours  by  E.  }. 
Proctor.     4to,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

The   Valley    of    Wild    Hyacinths.     "Balcony 

Stall."     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 


The  Lotus  Library 

"A  Series  of  beautifully  printed  and  artistically  bound 
standard  works,  pocket  size.' 

Thais.       A    Charming    Story    of    Old    Egypt,    by  Anatole 
France.     Translated  by  Ernest  Tristan. 

The    Nabob.       By  Alphonse  Daudet. 

Translated  and  Edited  by  Henry  Blanchamp. 

Sapho.      By  Alphonse  Daudet. 

A  new  translation  by  G.  F.  Monkshood. 

Romance  of  a  Harem. 

Translated  from  the  French  by  C.  Forestier-Walker. 

(The  author  of  this  book  was  for  many  years  in  the  Imperial  Harem 

at  Constantinople.     The  Sultan    of  Turkey,  after    reading    the   story, 

issued  an  order  forbidding  Mussulman  families  to   employ   European 

governesses). 
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Madame   Bovary.      By  Gustave  Flaubert. 
Done  into  English  by  Henry  Blanchamp. 

A  Woman's   Soul.       By  Maupassant.     \^In preparation. 

Drink.     By  zola. 

Done  into  English  by  S.  J.  Adair  Fitz-Gerald.     \In preparation. 

Vathek,  An  Eastern  Romance.  By  William  Beckford- 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Justin  Hannaford.  Illustrated 
byW.  S.  Rogers. 

ScltUrday  Review. — "  A  work  of  vivid  and  picturesque  imagination,  great  power,  and 
no  small  originality.     It  is  saturated  with  the  fragrance  and  voluptuousness  of  the  East." 

Outlook. — "  In  the  way  of  Eastern  romances  '  Vathek  '  has  always  easily  stood  first.  The 
present  edition  is  handsomely  got  up,  and  contains  several  well-executed  illustrations." 

Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  top  edge  gilt,  with  bookmark,   is.  6d.  net: 
leather,  with  bookmark,  2s.  net. 

Several  popular  English  and  French  Classics  are  in  preparation  for  this  series. 

Greening's  Masterpiece  Library 

**A  handsome  and  artistic  series."— V/</e  Press. 

Ringfan  QilhaiZe.  a  Romance  of  the  Covenanters.  By 
John  Galt.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Sir  George  Douglas. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3s,  6d. 

St  James's  Gazette.  —  "The  splendid  panorama  it  gives  of  some  of  the  most  stirring 
and  far-reaching  events  in  Scottish  history,  and  the  skill  shown  by  the  author  in  so 
arranging  his  materials  that  the  historic  is  always  subordinated  to  the  human  interest, 
render  the  book  in  every  way  worthy  of  revival." 

Rasselas.  a  Romance  of  Abyssinia.  By  Dr  Johnson. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Justin  Hannaford,  Illustrated  by 
W.  S.  Rogers.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3s.  6d. 

Morning  Leader.—"  Well  printed  and  pleasant  to  handle." 

Globe. — "A  very  acceptable  edition.  The  text  is  set  forth  in  large,  bold  type;  Mr  W. 
S.  Rogers  supplies  eight  graphic  illustrations,  while  Mr  Justin  Hannaford  furnishes 
an  introduction  in  which  the  literary  history  of  the  story  is  pleasantly  recounted." 

The  Black  Tulip.  a  Romance  of  Old  Holland. 
By  Alexandre  Dumas.  Newly  done  into  English  with  Intro- 
duction, by  S.  J.  Adair  Fitz-Gerai  d.  Illu-strated  by  John  Hassall. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 

Sun. — "A  delightful  edition  artistically  bound  and  attracti\ely  got  up.  Mr  John 
Hassall  is  seen  at  his  best  in  the  illustrations." 

Glasgow  Herald. — "  We  recommend  it,  not  only  as  one  of  the  most  interesting,  but  as 
without  exception,  and  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  the  most  readable  of  Dumas's  works." 
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The    Epicurean.        a   Tale  of   Mystery   and   Adventure. 

By  Thomas  Moore.  Edited  with  an  Introduction,  by  Justin 
IIannaford,  Illustrated  by  Will  Smart.  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
3s.  6d. 

Bookman. — "An    interesting,    well-produced    reprint    of    Moore's     popular    Eastern 
romance." 

Great  Thoughts. — "  It  is  as  bright,  and  fresh  and  entertaining  as  when  first  it  took 
the  reading  world  by  storm  in  1827." 

Whitehall  Review.  —  "  This  reprint  Is  welcome,  and  the  manner  in  which  it  Is  printed, 
bound  and  produced,  is  a  credit  to  the  eminent  firm  who  are  responsible  for  the  edition." 


POPULAR  FICTION. 

EDITH  ALLONBY 

The  Fulfilment.    6s. 

With  Photogravure  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Jewel  Sowers     6s. 

The  Week's  Survey. — "An  original  and  intensely  interesting  novel.  We  should 
welcome  anything  further  from  the  pen  of  this  anonymous  writer,  who  has  produced  a  book 
that  anj'one  might  be  proud  to  sign." 

The  Onlooker.  — "'  The  author  hides  her — is  it  her  ? — identity  under  anonymity,  but 
has  no  reason  to  fear  criticism.  Though  called  a  '  novel,'  it  is  a  clever  parable,  and  deals 
with  the  evil  of  selfishness,  and  the  blessings  resulting  from  work  for  work's  sake." 

Manchester  Guardian  — "  '  The  Jewel  Sowers'  is  wholly  fantastic  in  its  incidents,  but 
the  characters  are  those  of  our  societj',  and  with  all  the  machinery  of  a  fairy  tale,  the  book 
still  belongs  to  the  realms  of  daily  fiction.  Appropriately  enough  the  scene  is  laid  in  another 
world,  one  in  which  everything  is  said  to  be  the  opposite  of  the  life  of  this  planet.  But  this 
is  a  mere  warning  that  the  tale  is  fantastic  ;  men  and  women  in  Lucifram,  as  the  new  world 
is  called,  are  even  too  much  like  those  on  this,  and  if  their  powers  are  strangely  superior, 
their  motives  are  entirely  familiar.  The  book,  in  fact,  is  an  experiment  in  fantasy,  and  none 
the  less  pleasant  on  that  account.  It  is  neither  an  allegory,  as  are  other  tales  similarly  con- 
structed, nor  yet  a  satire,  though  there  are  elements  of  both  interwoven  with  the  adventures 
and  the  incidents.  The  anonymous  authoress  has  demanded  a  wider  sphere  for  the  evolution 
of  her  characters,  and  no  one  who  feels  the  charms  of  her  pleasantly  depicted  heroine  will 
grudge  the  novel  atmosphere  in  which  she  is  forced  to  suffer  and  to  act.  The  book  is  lightly 
written,  bright,  and  entertaining,  and  almost  every  character  introduced  is  neatly  char- 
acterised. Perhaps  the  best  of  them  is  the  fairy  frog,  whose  cheerful  temper  is  the  result 
of  martyrdom,  and  who  should  earn  a  place  among  the  favourite  heroes  of  the  fairy  world." 


Marigold.    6j 


The  Court  Journal. — "  The  author  has  so  tender  and  graceful  a  touch,  so  keen  an  insight 
into  human  nature  and  human  impulses,  and  so  marked  a  power  of  vivid  description,  that  he 
must  almost  certainly  one  day  write  a  book  of  great  beauty  and  power." 

Manchester  Courier.— "The  author  of  '  Jewel  Sowers  '  has  written  another  allegorical 
romance  entitled  '  Marigold,'  depicting  the  loves,  hatreds,  and  jealousies  of  spirit  beings  in  a 
fantastic  world.  The  book  is  curious  and  unconventional,  and  is  altogether  as  much  removed 
from  the  average  '  pot-boiler,'  both  in  aim  and  treatment,  as  anything  could  well  be.  The 
author  gives  evidence  of  considerable  talent,  and  further  contributions  from  his  or  her  pen  are 
to  be  awaited  with  interest." 
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HERBERT  ADAMS 

A*  Virtue  of  Necessity.    6s. 

Sun.  —  "A  powerful,  stirring  tale  of  the  present  day.  From  start  to  finish  it  is  interesting 
especially  to  lady  readers." 

Literary  World. — "The  writing  is  good,  and  many  of  the  remarks  are  smart  and 
pungent  while  free  from  any  straining  after  cleverness." 

HUGO  AMES 

The  Tragedy  of  a  Pedigree  r    6s. 

Sketcll. — "Such  easy  epigrammatic  talk  as  is  to  be  found  in  this  book  is  not  often  met 
with.  It  is  witty  and  delightful,  and  the  characters  seem  to  be  drawn  from  life  with  a 
master-pen.' 

Sunday  Special. — "  Can  be  recommended  as  a  bright,  terse,  epigrammatic  novel  of  to- 
day. There  are  so  few  writers  who  are  capalile  of  constructing  a  neat  and  telling  epigram 
that  the  present  volume  is  doubly  welcome." 

ISIDORE  G.  ASCHER 

A  Social  Upheaval.    6s. 

Daily  Telegraph. — "The  hero  is  an  interesting  dreamer,  absorbed  in  his  schemes, 
which  are  his  one  weakness.  To  women,  save  when  they  can  further  the  good  of  his  cause, 
he  is  obdurate  ;  in  business,  strong,  energetic,  and  powerful.  He  is  shown  to  us  as  the  man 
with  a  master  mind  and  one  absorbing  delusion,  and  as  such  is  a  pathetic  figure.  No  one 
can  dispute  the  prodigality  and  liveliness  of  the  author's  imagination  ;  his  plot  teems  with 
striking  incidents." 

HELEN  BAYLISS 

An  Act  of  Impulse.    6s. 

Daily  Express. — "  A  vigorously  told  story.  The  plot  is  exceedingly  intricate,  but  the 
threads  thereof  are  finally  satisfactorily  unravelled." 

Week's  Survey. — "  The  act  of  impulse  that  gives  a  string  to  the  story  was  the  burning 
of  a  will  by  a  nephew,  left  for  a  few  moments  alone  with  the  dead  body  of  an  apparently 
murdered  uncle.  The  toils  into  which  this  deceit  led  him,  and  his  ultimate  confession,  are 
extremely  well  told  by  Miss  Bayliss,  who  has  contrived  a  most  ingenious  tale  with  these 
somewhat  slight  materials.  In  the  hands  of  any  but  an  experienced  fictionist,  the  plot 
would  have  seemed  crude  and  uninteresting,  but  Miss  Bayliss  has  made  her  novel  consider- 
ably better  than  most  sensational  stories  of  its  kind." 

E    BELASYSE 

The  Pilgrims.    6s. 

Truth. — "  A  most  interesting  and  promising  first  book." 

Daily  Telegraph. — "A  good  story.  The  plot  is  unhackneyed  and  the  characters 
vividly  and  boldly  drawn." 

Athenaeum. — "A  creditable  and  entertaining  story." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "The  writer  of  this  Anglo-Cingalese  romance  has  an  excellent 
gift  for  story-telling.     It  is  a  thoroughly  entertaining  novel,  written  in  pleasant,  crisp  style." 

Morning  Leader. — "A  novel  above  the  average,  and  deserves  careful  reading.  ,  .  .. 
The  author  is  to  be  heartily  congratulated  on  having  written  a  powerful  novel." 
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H    A.   BULLEY 

The  Church  and  the  World.    6s. 

Outlook.  — "  It  is  cleverly  written,  and  should  confirm  the  good  impression  confirmed 
by  the  author's  '  Decadents.'  " 

Morning  Leader.^"_Mr  Bulley  writes  easily,  without  any  straining  after  effect,  and 
he  is  a  good  hand  at  handling  the  details  of  a  plot." 

Decadents.    3s.  6d. 

Morning  Leader.  — "'A  quiet  but  impressive  style,  and  the  author  draws  his 
characters  firmly.'' 

Weekly  Despatch.  —  "  Cleveily  written,  if  without  the  sparkle  so  much  demanded  by 
modern  novel-readers.     The  story  is  interesting,  and  the  characters  live." 

Public  Opinion.— "The  book  may  be  commended  as  a  corrective  of  a  too  abundant 
optimism  if  any  one  should  happen  to  be  suffering  from  it-" 

Northern  Whig. — "The  most  decadent  part  is  at  the  beginning  in  which  a  popu  ar 
actress  destroys  her  constitution  by  stimulants.  This  is  the  best  rendered  situation  in  the 
book,  as  the  treatment  is  natural,  however  pitiable  the  theme.  '  H.  A.  B.'  will  probably  be 
replaced  by  the  author's  full  name  in  the  next  effort." 

MAX   BARING. 
A  Prophet  of  Wales.     A  strong  and  striking  story.     6^. 

The  Canon's  Butterfly.     6s. 

Daily  Mail.— "  Related  with  irresponsible  vivacity,  and  makes  very  light  and  lively 
reading.'' 

World.— "Mr  Max  Baring  is  the  'agreeable  rattle'  of  present-day  novelists.  He  is 
particularly  agreeable  and  successfully-  rattling  in  his  innraiseviblable  but  plausible  novel, 
'  The  Canon's  Butterfly.'  .  .  .  The  book  is  funny  because  the  author  cannot  help  it,  and  is, 
indeed,  rather  apologetic  for  its  fun.'' 

Star.—"  It  amuses  you  from  beginning  to  end.  It  is  sadly  flippant,  gay,  pert  and  smart  ; 
but  it  is  never  dull  or  prosy." 


A  Doctor  in  Corduroy.     6^ 


Times.— "There  is  plenty  of  good  stuff  in  it— good  characterisation  .  .  .  and  a  certain 
charm  in  the  telling,  which  keeps  the  reader  interested." 

Daily  Telegraph.— "Mr  Max  Bnring  has  a  vivid  imagination,  an  eye  for  dramatic 
effect,  and  undeniable  powers  of  characterisation.  These  qualities  stand  him  in  excellent 
stead  in  his  latest  novel,  '  A  Doctor  in  Corduroy.'  " 

Bristol  Mercury.— "We  welcome  a  strong,  well-written  book,  dealing  with  live  char- 
acters." 

Bystander.—"  '  A  Doctor  in  Corduroy  '  is  eminently  readable.  Once  having  started  the 
book  you  must  go  on." 

Mrs  ALBERT  S.   BRADSHAW. 

The  Gates  of  Temptation.     2s.  6d. 

Aberdeen  Free  Press. —"Mrs  Bradshaw  has  written  several  good  novels,  and  the 
outstanding  feature  of  all  of  them  has  been  her  skilful  development  of  plot  .-md  her  tasteful, 
pleasing  style.  In  connection  with  the  present  story  we  are  able  to  amply  reiterate  those 
praises.  The  plot  again  is  well  developed  and  logically  carried  out,  while  the  language  used 
bj'  the  authoress  is  always  happy  and  well  chosen,  and  never  commonplace.  .  .  .  The  story 
is  a  very  powerful  one  indeed,  and  may  be  highly  commended  as  a  piece  of  p.ninstaking  fiction 
of  the  very  highest  kind." 
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Mrs  ALBERT  S.   BRADSHAW 

Ashes  Tell  no  Tales.     6s. 

Lady.  —  "A  strong  and  dramatic  novel." 

North  Star.  —  "The  book  is  considerably  above  the  average,  and  bears  evidence  of 
insight  into  character  and  skill  in  plot  construction  of  no  mean  order.  The  story  has  a 
thrilling  interest,  and  is  dramatically  told." 

FREDERIC  H.   BALFOUR 

The  Expiation  of  Eugene.     6s. 

JOHN  CRAVEN. 

Idylls  of  Yorkshire  Dales.     6s. 

Great  Thoughts.  —  "A  word  of  welcome  to  a  volume  of  short  stories,  called  '  Idylls  of 
Yorkshire  Dales.'  There  is  a  purity  and  sweetness  and  a  tenderness  in  most  of  them  that 
makes  them  very  attractive,  especially  to  those  who  are  acquainted  with  these  dale  folk,  and 
know  how  true  these  sketches  are  to  life." 

Literary  World.  —  "  j\[r  Craven  knows  the  Yorkshire  dales  and  dale  folk  well,  and  these 
sketches  are  vigorous,  spirited,  and  sympathetic.  Those  who  care  for  the  Yorkshire  people 
will  find  much  to  interest  and  delight  them  ;  and  all  to  whom  simplicity,  naturalness,  and 
shrewdness  of  character  appeal  will  find  pleasure  in  Mr  Craven's  '  Idylls.'  He  has  a  real  gift 
of  picturesque  style." 

H.  C.  F.  CASTLEMAN 

That   Moving  Finger.     3s.  6d. 

TRISTRAM  COUTTS 

The   Pottle    Papers.      a  screamingly  funny  book.     By 
Tristram  Cou tts  (Saul  Smiff).  Illustrated  by  L.  Raven-Hill.  2s.  6d. 

Sheffield  Daily  Telegraph. —  " Anyone  who  wants  a  good  laugh  should  get  'The 
Pottle  Papers.'  They  are  very  droll  reading  for  an  idle  afternoon,  or  picking  up  at  any  time 
when  'down  in  the  dumps.'  They  are  very  brief  and  very  bright,  and  it  is  impossible  for 
anyone  with  the  slightest  sense  of  humour  to  read  the  book  without  bursting  into  'the  loud 
guffaw'  which  does  not  always  'bespeak  the  empty  mind.'  " 

Daily  Telegraph. — "Unquestionably  humorous  and  conspicuously  successful." 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "It  contains  plenty  of  boisterous  humour  of  the  Max  Adeler 
kind.  .  .  .  humour  that  is  genuine  and  spontaneous.  The  author,  for  all  his  antics,  has  a 
good  deal  more  in  him  than  the  average  buffoon.  There  is,  for  example,  a  very  clever  and 
subtle  strain  of  feeling  running  through  the  comedy  in  '  The  Love  that  Burned ' — a  rather 
striking  bit  of  work.     Mr  Raven  Hill's  illustrations  are  as  amusing  as  they  always  are." 

A    Comedy  of    Temptation  ;    or,  The  Amateur  Fiend. 
3s.  6d. 

Daily  News.  — "A  very  bright  and  breezy  little  story,  wholesome  and  amusing." 
Athenseum. — "  May  be  heartily  recommended.     A  really  ingenious  story,  and  provides 
quite  pleasurable  excitement,  while  throughout  the  book  runs  a  vein  of  facetious  humour  which 
will  make  it  doubly  welcome." 

Daily  Telegraph. — "The  author  of  the  unquestionably  humorous  and  conspicuously 
successful  '  Pottle  Papers '  has  given  the  novel-reading  public  another  '  taste  of  his  quality '  in 
this  fantastic  story.  .  .  .  The  element  of  surprise  predominates  throughout  this  eminently 
entertaining  narrative  ;  unexpectedness  is  the  essential  characteristic  of  all  its  more  salient 
incidents,  comical  or  tragical ;  its  dialogue  sparkles  with  genuine,  irresistible  fun." 
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MRS  M.  CHAN  TOON 

A  Marriage  in  Burmah.     6s. 

_  The  _  Speaker. — "Mrs  Chan  Toon's_  novel  is  both  clever  and  sincere,  and  the  book 
will  excite  feminine  sympathy  and  feminine  curiosity.  '  A  Marriage  in  Burmah  '  may  be 
cordially  recommended  to  The  Speaker's  readers." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "Endowed  with  absorbing  qualities,  and  is  full  of  suggestive 
ideas  upon  rare  problems.  The  writer's  delineation  of  the  unnatural  union  is  piercingly 
realistic  and  lea\es  thoughts  behind  it." 

The  Morning  Leader — "It  is  rarely  that  so  deep  and  lasting  an  impression  as  this 
book  conveys  can  be  produced  by  means  so  simple.  ...  It  is  a  human  document.  There 
is  a  touch  of  power,  a  hint  of  vital  experience  and  realitj',  which  lifts  it  into  high  distinction." 

PAUL  DEVINNE 

Tlie  Day  of  Prosperity.     6s. 

Daily  Telegraph.—"  it  |s  a  clever  story,  with  some  strikingly  novel  views  on  political 
and  social  economy,  and  contains  much  genuine  reflection  and  foresight." 

ALEXANDRE  DUMAS 

The  Black  Tulip.  a  Romance  of  Old  Holland. 
B}'  Alexandre  Dumas.  Newly  done  into  English,  with  Intro- 
duction, by  S.  J.  Adair  Fitz-Gerald.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

Glasgow  Herald.— "We  recommend  it,  not  only  as  one  of  the  most  interesting,  but  as 
without  exception,  and  in  everj'  sense  of  the  word,  the  most  readable  of  Dumas's  works." 

HEBER  DANIELS 
Dona    Rufina.       a  Nineteenth  Century  Romance.     2S.  6d. 

Lady. — '•  A  thrilling  romance  with  a  mediaeval  atmosphere,  although  the  scene  is  laid  in 
the  Cotswolds  in  the  year  of  grace  1898.  The  story  is  well  constructed,  and  is  a  good  example 
of  the  widely-imaginative  tj'pe  of  fiction  that  is  so  eagerly  devoured  by  young  people 
nowadays." 

COMTESSE  DE  BREMONT 

Daughters  of  Pleasure,     6s. 

Topical  Times,—"  Brisk  and  spicy  without  being  blatant  and  salacious  ...  a  very 
good  book,  which  says  a  lot  of  things  that  wanted  saying  frankly  but  delicately.  It  is,  at 
the  same  time,  an  engrossing  romance." 

Books  of  To-day.— "A  story  of  deep  human  interest,  set  forth  with  undoubted  literary 
talent,  sense  of  style,  and  an  ability  to  handle  pure  narrative  that  is  rare  and  welcome.  A 
book  which  can  not  only  be  read  with  interest,  but  re-read." 

Mrs  Evelyn's  Husbands.     6s. 

Lady.  — "The  story  possesses  a  strong  interest  and  is  sympathetically  told  with  power 
and  nuich  frankness." 

Daily  Express.—"  Strongly  written." 

Free  Lance.—'  The  story  is  told  with  considerable  verve,  and  the  author  has  a 
sympathetic  pen,  and  a  keen  appreciation  of  the  psychology  of  her  characters." 
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COMTESSE  DE  BREMONT 

A  Son  of  Africa.     6s. 

St  James's  Gazette.— "A  strange  and  weird  story  is  'A  Son  of  Africa,'  the  latest  from 
the  pen  of  Anna,  Comtesse  de  Br^mont,  author  of  'The  Gentleman  Digger.'  From  the 
writer  of  that  story  we  expect  and  get  vivid  word-pictures  and  local  colouring  The 
descriptions  of  scenery  and  incident  are  wonderfully  striking  and  impressive.  .  .  .  Such  is 
the  story  of  '  A  Son  of  Africa'  in  brief  outline.  The  filling  in  is  sometimes  lurid,  hut  always 
forceful.     It  is  written  with  power  and  grip." 

The  Gentleman  Digger,     3s.  6d. 

Academy. — "The  Comtesse  de  Br6mont  presents  us  with  a  terribly  realistic  picture  ot 
life  in  Johannesburg  during  the  raging  of  the  gold  fever." 

Daily  Telegraph.— "Those  who  like  a  good  story,  pleasantly  told,  should  read 
'The  Gentleman  Digger.'  .  .  .  Readers  who  turn  their  attention  to  this  \-olume  will, 
apart  from  the  interesting  plot,  gain  much  insight  into  the  manners  and  customs  of  a  land 
which  is  only  just  breaking  into  civilisation  as  we  understand  it." 

THOMAS  DAGLESS 

The  Light  in  Dend's  Wood  and  other  stories.    2s. 

Dundee  COUrier.~'"A  dainty  little  volume  of  powerful  short  stories.  The  first  tale 
gives  the  title  to  the  volume  and  is  really  capitally  told.  '  Prince  Burnbo's  Court,'  is  some- 
what more  amusing,  and  the  other  tales  contained  v\ithin  the  neat  green  covers  are  '  The 
Murder  at  Waterden  Bottom,'  and  '  Guy  Saxby's  Home-Coming.'  " 

Lloyds'  Newspaper. —"  Four  well-written  stories  which  keeps  the  reader's  attention 
throughout." 

PERCY  V.   DONOVAN 


A  Heroine  of  Reality.     6s. 

To-Day.  —  "Picturesquely  staged  amid  the  mountains  and  valleys  of  Switzerland.  The 
interest  of  this  powerful  story  is  centred  in  an  unhappy'  middle-aged  woman's  taint  of 
drunkenness,  and  this  secret  vice  forms  the  pivot  around  which  the  love  story  of  three  men 
for  her  daughter  revolves.  The  characters  are  well  drawn,  and  distinctly  more  human  than 
those  one  is  accustomed  to  meet  in  the  average  novel." 

EDWARD  EAGLE 
The   Crimson    Corridor,   and  other  stories.     Foolscap 

8vo.      2S. 

ANATOLE  FRANCE 
Thais.      Cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather,  2s.  net. 

''LADY  FRIVOL." 

The  Ice  Maiden.     3s.  6d. 

Whitehall  Review. — "The  writer  has  a  very  pretty  gift  of  character  drawing.  The 
characters  of  the  vain  and  flimsy  society  women  are  drawn  with  care,  knowledge  and  vigour. 
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S.  J.  ADAIR  FITZ-GERALD 

The  Love  Thirst  of  Elaine.     6s. 

Liverpool  Daily  Courier.  — "  Might  have  been  penned  by  Dickens  himself." 

BOOkniElIl. — "Has  much  to  be  said  for  it  as  regards  its  rousing,  absorbing,  and  enter- 
taining qualities."' 

Free  Lance. — "A  graphic  romance  of  love  and  hate,  not  the  less  enthralling  for  the 
modernity  of  its  subject  and  treatment.  At  times  highly  dramatic,  at  other  times  reminding 
of  Dickens  by  its  touches  of  human  feeling  and  characterisations,  it  is  throughout  readable 
and  often  absorbing." 

'*Fame,  the  Fiddler."     2s.  6d. 

standard. — "  There  are  many  pleasant  pages  in  '  Fame,  the  Fiddler,'  which  reminds 
us  of  '  Trilby,'  with  its  pictures  of  Bohemian  life,  and  its  happy-go-lucky  group  of  good- 
hearted,  generous  scribblers,  artists  and  playwrights.  Some  of  the  characters  are  so  true 
to  life  that  it  is  impossible  not  to  recognise  them.  Among  the  best  incidents  in  the 
volume  must  be  mentioned  the  production  of  Pryor's  play,  and  the  account  of  poor 
Jimmy  Lambert's  death,  which  is  as  moving  an  incident  as  we  have  read  for  a  long 
time.  Altogether,  'Fame,  the  Fiddler'  is  a  very  human  book,  ynd  an  amusing  one  as 
well." 

H.  G.   FILDES 


Trim  and  Antrim's  Shores.     6 


s. 


The  Court  Journal.  — "  Mr  Fildes  has  so  light  and  vivacious  a  touch,  his  friend.  Trim 
Blake,  is  so  thoroughly  companionable  a  creation,  and  the  author  weaves  into  the  history  of 
his  travels  so  many  quaintly  humorous  details  that  the  story  of  his  little  Odyssey  goes  with  a 
swing  from  start  to  finish." 

The  St  James's  Gazette. — "  Has  a  rollicking  vein  of  fun  which  carries  the  reader 
along  with  it.  The  episode  of  the  two  men  who  missed  all  each  other's  'objects  of  interest,' 
though  making  the  same  journey,  because  they  were  on  opposite  sides  of  a  jaunting  car,  is 
excellent  farce." 

The  Bookman. — "A  pleasant  medley  of  fact  and  fun,  woven  from  a  holiday  jaunt  in 
Ireland.     Incident  and  intormation  fill  over  three  hundred  entertaining  pages." 

C.   FORESTIER-WALKER 

The  Silver  Gate.     6s. 

Sunday  Sun.— "A  very  fascinating  book." 

World. — "  'The  Silver  Gate'  is  a  finely-conceived,  cleverly-contrived,  and  vvell-carried- 
out  novel,  in  which  character  is  evolved  by  circumstance,  and  both  sympathy  and  curiosity 
are  aroused.  To  dwell  on  its  strong  points — they  are  many  and  memorable — would  be  to 
tell  Mr  Forestier-Walker's  story  for  him  ;  we  leave  them  to  the  discernment  of  his  readers." 

The  Derelict  and  Tommy.     2s. 

Graphic.  —  "A  simple  story  invested  with  an  unusual  distinction  and  charm." 

Daily  Telegraph. — "  The  story  is  out  of  the  common,  both  in  manner  and  treatment." 

Literary    World. — "The   story   has   a   frank   directness   and   a  reality   that   make    it 

thoroughly  readable.  .   .  .     The   story  is  well  expressed   and  the   characters  have  vitality. 

Altogether  a  satisfactory  little  tale." 


20  Cecil  Court,  Charing  Cross  Road,   London,  W.C. 


Greening  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  Publishers  23 


GUSTAVE   FLAUBERT 

Madame  Bovary.     cioth,  is.  6d.,  Leather,  2s. 

A.  G.  FOLLIOTT-STOKES 

A  Moorland  Princess,     a  Tale  of  Cornwall.    6s. 

Week's  Survey.— "A  book  which  stands  out  from  the  mass  of  ordinary  tiction  as  a  rock 
stands  out  above  the  sea. 

Times. — "A  very  readable  story." 

Yorkshire  Post.—"  A  capital  novel." 

Free  Lance. — "Here  then  is  a  book  worth  reading." 

Daily  Express. — "Pleasant,  and  sometimes  exciting,  reading;.  The  heroine  is  a  lovely 
character,  finely  drawn." 

EDMUND  FORBES 

Red  Fate.     6s. 

Daily  Despatch. — "  in  '  Red  Fate'  we  have  a  daring  book.  Messrs  Greening  have  in 
Mr  Forbes  the  writer  of  a  strong  book  that  will  cause  some  talk." 

Onlooker. — "  Mr  Edmund  Forbes  has  drawn  a  striking  study,  and  his  style  and  language 
are  always  most  scholarly.  Grellier  is  a  real  and  living  character.  It  is  a  book  that  could 
only  have  been  written  by  one  endowed  with  the  imagination  and  musical  pen  that  betray 
the  poet." 

CORALIE  FEVEZ 

Ira  Lorraine.     6s. 

Weekly  Despatch. — "  This  is  a  very  pretty  love  story  charmingly  told.  The  characters 
are  cleverly  drawn.  There  are,  of  course,  trials,  and  the  lights  and  shadows  of  a  woman's 
troubled  career,  but  what  love  story  was  ever  written  without  its  trials  and  the  ine\  itable  '  all's 
well '  ?     In  the  case  of  '  Ira  Lorraine  '  the  end  is  satisfactory." 

JOHN  GALT 

Ringan    GilliaiZe.        a    Romance    of   the    Covenanters. 
3s.  6d. 

St  James's  Gazette. — "The  splendid  panorama  it  gives  of  some  of  the  most  stirring 
and  far-reaching  events  in  Scottish  history,  and  the  skill  shown  by  the  author  in  so 
arranging  his  materials  that  the  historic  is  always  subordinated  to  the  human  interest, 
render  the  book  in  every  way  worthy  of  revival." 

C.  RANGER  GULL 

Portalone.    6s. 

Outlook. — "  Unquestionably  the  most  powerful  and  fascinating  no\el  that  has  yet 
issued  from  the  pen  of  Mr  Ranger  Gull.  It  is  a  brilliantly-written  tale,  set  in  the  wildest 
part  of  modern  Cornwall,  and  lightened  by  a  series  of  biting  pictures  of  a  certain  pretentious 
art  colony  on  the  shores  of  the  Atlantic,  but  primarily  the  story  of  a  physical  tragedy  forgotten 
in,  and  eradicated  by,  a  great  spiritual  victory." 

World. — "  It  is  a  conspicuously  refreshing  contrast  to  the  flood  of  mediocrity  with  which 
we  are  at  present  deluged." 

St  James's  Gazette. — "  By  far  the  most  serious,  most  artistic,  and  strongest  work  yet 
done  by  its  author.  He  has  dropped  the  '  Green  Carnation  '  order  of  satire,  and  now  turns 
his  very  decided  talents  to  the  drawing  of  human  beings  under  fresher  conditions  than  the 
eternally  attacked  modern  ones  of  town  life." 
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C    RANGER  GULL 
The   Serf.        AStory  of  the  Days  of  King  Stephen.     6s. 

The   action    of  this   story    takes   place   in   the  early    mediaeval   ages,   the 

actual  date  being   1136,  that  period  of  anarchy  and   wickedness   which   has 

had    no    parallel    in  English   history.      From    the   first   page    to  the  last  the 

story   rushes  on    with    an   impetuosity   and    force    which    carries   the    reader 

with   it  to  the  last  words,      flow  the  poor   Serfs-  rose   in  their  misery  and 

avenged    themselves   upon    their   tyrant,    how    they  fled    through    the    great 

Hilgay    Fen,   and    how   the   final    tragedy   was   enacted    on    the   top   of  the 

Outfangthef  Tower,  at  sunset,  will  interest  every  reader.     And  though,  first 

and    foremost,    'The    Serf  is  a  story  of  excitement,   of  vivid    incident  and 

the    clash   of  arms,    yet    the   publishers   doubt    if  a   more   accurate    picture 

of  life  in  the  early  middle  ages  has  been  published  for  very  many  years. 

Outlook. — "  Full  of  genuinely  human  interest.  .  .  .  The  stirring  episodes  carry  the 
reader  breathlessly  along." 

Sketch. — "A  brilliantly-written  story." 

Pilot. — "  The  story  of  Hyla  the  Serf  is  a  \ery  arresting  one,  and  the  study  of  the  time 
-shows  both  knowledge  and  insight.  The  blending  of  squalor  and  magnificence  in  its  daily 
life,  of  lawless  strife  and  childlike  faith  in  its  men  and  women,  is  admirably  rendered.' 

Back  to  Lilac  Land.    6s. 

Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

The  Pall  Mall  Gazette.— "A  very  intelligent  and  well-written  story.  A  decidedly 
entertaining  novel — fresh  and  well  constructed,  and  evidently  written  by  one  who  understands 
the  inwardness  oi  the  profession." 

Morning  Post. — "A  good  novel  of  stage  life  is  a  rare  bird  in  this  country,  and  the 
author  of  '  Back  to  Lilac  Land,'  who  has  given  us  this  good  thing,  deserves  a  full  measure  of 
praise." 

Great  Thoughts.  — "  Excellent  both  as  a  story,  as  a  study  of  character,  and  as  an 
exposure  of  the  e\  ils  of  theatrical  life.  A  more  scathing  indictment  of  the  stage  was  never 
drawn  ;  and  the  worst  of  it  is,  it  is  evidently  drawn  by  some  one  with  a  wide  and  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  facts,  and  w^ith  no  wish  to  set  down  aught  in  malice.  The  book  is 
smartly,  often  eloquently,  written  ;  it  abounds  in  wit  and  humour  to  relieve  the  tragedy,  and 
most  ot  the  characters  are  finely  drawn.  The  second  chapter  of  the  last  book  is  surpassingly 
beautiful." 

Miss  Malevolent.     3s.  6d. 

Saturday  Review. — "The  great  novel-reading  public,  which  found  '  The  Hypocrite' 
to  its  taste,  will  not  be  disappointed  in  the  author's  latest  effort.  The  writer  has  a  knack 
of  character-presentment  which  means  that  his  people  live  ;  he  has  a  dramatic  instinct  ; 
he  is  at  times'  on  the  verge  of  real  wit  ;  he  knows  certain  phases  of  literary  and  artistic 
life  well ;  and  his  story  is  original  enough  to  hold  the  interest  throughout." 

"  Scotsman. — "Vou  don't  get  far  into  this  novel — about  a  couple  of  pa<;es — before  the 
epigrams  begin  exploding  and  the  repartee  detonating,  and  the  subtle  terse  and  quart  of  wit 
witii  wit  fufifuffing,  like  so  many  squibs  and  crackers  on  the  (Queen's  Birthday  ;  and  this 
coruscation  is  kept  up  in  a  way  to  make  your  hair  curl  until  the  end  of  the  story.  .  .  .  The 
author  has  abundant  literary  aptitudes,  exemplified  over  and  over  again  by  the  pages  of  this 
clever  book." 

From  the  Book  Beautiful.    Being  Some  oid  Lights 

Re-lit.     Illustrated  by  W.  G.  Mein.     3s.  6d.     [Seepage^.] 
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C.   RANGER  GULL 

The  Hypocrite.  a  Modern  Realistic  Novel  of  Oxford 
and  London  life.  Seventh  Impression.  2s.  6d.  Popular  Edition, 
demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

***"  Tkis  book,  which  ivas first picblisJicd  anonymously,  was  "  boycotted"  by  .Messrs  Mudie 
and  Messrs  JV.  H.  Sinitk  dr*  Son  as  being  ''^  unfit  to  circulate  in  their  libraries" 
yet  it  has  been  praised  by  the  press  as  being  "  a  powerful  sermon  and  a  moral  book." 

Daily  Telegraph. — "  A  book  by  an  anonymous  author  always  arouses  a  certain  inquiry, 
and  when  the  book  is  clever  and  original  the  interest  becomes  keen,  and  conjecture  is  rife, 
endowing  the  most  unlikely  people  with  authorship.  ...  It  is  very  brilliant,  very 
forcible,  very  sad.  ...  It  is  perfect  in  its  way,  in  style  clear,  sharp  and  forcible,  the 
dialogue  epigrammatic  and  sparkling.  .  .  .  Enough  has  been  said  to  show  that  'The 
Hypocrite'  is  a  striking  and  powerful  piece  of  work,  and  that  its  author  has  established 
his  claim  to  be  considered  a  writer  of  originality  and  brilliance." 

His  Grace's  Grace.    6s. 

standard. — "Mr  Ranger  Gull  is  very  clever.  He  can  write  well,  even  brilliantly.  .  .  . 
Mr  Ranger  Gull  opens  his  story  vigorously,  and  his  good  spirits  never  flag.  The  book  is 
brimful  of  cleverness." 

Sketch. — "  The  novel  is  well  constructed  and  brightly  written.  The  reader  will  have 
only  himself  to  blame  if  he  does  not  get  some  good  hearty  laughs." 

The  Cigarette  Smoker.  Being  the  Terrible  Case  of 
Uther  Kennedy.     2s.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

Graphic— "A  powerful  book." 

The  Bookman.  — "A  tale  of  cigarette  smokers  and  what  they  come  to  ;  told  with  lurid 
power  and  earnest  intention." 

Outlook. — '■  The  story  is  clever,  and  should  give  pause  to  persons  who  smoke  inordinately.' 

Week's  Survey. — "  It  is  a  vigorous  piece  of  work,  well  written,  neatly  constructed,  and 
above  all,  interesting.  It  contains  as  an  additional  attraction  an  excellent  mystery  of  the 
kind  consecrated  by  the  genius  of  the  ever-lamented  Sherlock  Holmes." 

Lady's  Pictorial.—  "  The  whole  book  is  written  in  so  sensational  a  fashion  that  it  haunts 
one  like  a  nightmare.  There  is  great  cleverness  in  the  description  of  the  mere  fantasies  and 
mental  distortions  which  follow  the  abuse  of  the  cigarette  in  the  case  of  the  unhappy  victiins, 
and  the  literary  style  is  Ijoth  vigorous  and  picturesque.  It  is  a  remarkable  and  impressive 
piece  of  work." 

The  Adventures  of  Mr  Topham  :  Comedian. 

3s.  6d.     Illustrated  by  Frank  Reynolds. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette.—"  Mr  Ranger  Gull  has  achieved  a  really  remarkable  success.  .  .  . 
The  whole  book  goes  with  an  air  and  a  swing  that  make  it  excellent  reading." 

Sunday  Times. — "  Mr  Ranger  Gull  may  be  sincerely  congratulated  on  his  newest 
book.  ...  In  language  simple  and  eloquent  and  without  one  unnecessary  word,  Mr 
Ranger  Gull  tells  what  befel  an  actor  whose  identity  is  not  easily  identified.  .  .  .  The  best 
advice  we  can  gi\e  to  all  who  are  interested  in  things  'theatric,'  is  to  get  and  read  this 
admirably  written  book  at  once." 

The  Adventures  of  Ulysses,  the  Wanderer. 

Illustrated  by  W.  G.  Mein,  is.  6d. 
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Mrs  HAROLD  E.  GORST 

And  Afterwards.    6s. 

St  James's  Gazette.  —  "A  bright,  readable,  social  story  of  the  sort  that  modern  folks 
appreciate.  ...     '  And  Afterwards'  is  fresh,  clever  and  attractive." 

Saturday  Review.— "Very  brightly  written  and  full  of  pathos  and  fun,  with  a  tinge  of 
not  very  serious  cynicism  about  it.  It  gives  capital  life-like  sketches  of  many  aspects  of  the 
London  world,  obviously  drawn  by  a  writer  v.ho  knows  it  well,  at  play  and  in  its  deeper 
moments." 

HAROLD  E.  GORST 

Farthest  South.  Being  an  account  of  the  Startling 
Discovery  made  by  the  Wise  Antarctic  Expedition.  A  Humorous 
Story.     2s.  6d. 

Daily  Graphic. — "  Very  easy,  light  reading,  and  reminds  one  of  '  Three  Men  in  a  IJoat.' 
Just  tiie  book  for  a  railway  journey." 

Bookman. — "A  lively  and  very  amusing  tale  of  a  wonderful  discovery  made  by  the 
Wise  Antarctic  Expedition." 

Vanity  Fair.— "  An  amusing  little  book.  It  is  very  good  fooling,  and  good  fooling  is 
sometimes  better  than  heavy  wisdom." 

VIOLET  GUTTENBERG 

A  Modern  Exodus.    6s. 

Daily  Express. — "  The  story  is  a  clever  one,  and  full  of  good  things." 

Week's  Survey. — "This  is  a  thoroughly  enjoyable  book,  and  keeps  the  reader's 
interest  throughout." 

Literary  World. — "  The  story  is  one  of  great  interest,  and  pro\'es  the  aiuhor  to  have  a 
strong  grasp  of  the  much  vexed  question." 

Glasgow  Herald.— "  Strongly  and  cleverly  constructed.  The  story  has  a  thoroughly 
probable  air  and  much  real  interest." 

ARNOLD  GOLSWORTHY 


A  Cry  in  the  Night.    6s. 


Fall  Mall  Gazette.  —  "The  book  is  ingenious  and  cleverly  constructed,  and  there  is  no 
lack  of  exciting  reading,  it  is  melodramatic,  but  is  relieved  by  humour  characteristic  of  Mr 
Golsworthy." 

Athenaeum. — '"A  creditably-ingenious  tale  of  crime  and  detection,  drawn  with  spirit  and 
humour." 


Death  and  the  Woman. 


IS. 


Literary  World.  —  "We  do  not  remember  having  read  a  book  that  possessed  the 
quality  oi  grip  in  a  greater  degree  than  is  the  case  with  'Death  and  the  Woman.'  .  .  . 
Every  page  of  every  chapter  develops  the  interest,  which  culminates  in  one  of  the  most 
sensational  ^(?'«^?c^wt'«/.y  it  has  been  our  lot  to  read.  The  flavour  of  actuality  is  not  destroyed 
by  any  incredible  incident ;  it  is  the  inevitable  thing  that  always  happens.  '  Death  and  the 
Woman'  will  supply  to  the  brim  the  need  of  those  in  search  of  a  holding  drama  of  modern 
London  life." 
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AMY  GRIFFIN 
His  Share  of  the  World.      An  Irish  story.     3s.  6d. 

Daily  News.  —  "A  prettily  told  story  of  peabunt  life  in  Ireland.  The  Irish  character  is 
well  understood  and  portrayed  by  the  author.  .  .  .  Several  typical  Irish  institutions  are 
described  very  daintily.  To  those  who  are  content  with  a  homely  tale,  without  flaming 
passages,  or  startling  incidents,  this  book  will  be  very  welcome." 

T. P. 'S  Weekly.— "  A  pretty  and  pathetic  story." 

Freeman's  Journal.  —  "An  admirably  written  story.  The  style  of  the  writing  is  very 
beautiful.  In  the  narrow  compass  of  199  well-printed  pages,  the  fascinating  story,  with  its 
abounding  incidents  of  sympathy  and  self-sacrifice,  of  departure  for  America,  of  return  home, 
of  dances,  wakes,  marriages,  devotion  to  Faith  and  Fatherland,  intense  family  affections, 
are  picturesquely  delineated." 

COSMO  HAMILTON 

The  Danger  of  Innocence.     6s.    Popular  Edition. 

Paper  Cover.s.     is. 

Sunday  Special. — "The  author  boldly  depicts,  under  obvious  pseudonyms,  several 
well-known,  even  notorious  persons.  He  has  a  bitter  pen,  and  this  book  is  sure  to  be  read — 
especially  by  the  victims.  ...  '  The  Danger  of  Innocence  '  is  certain  to  be  popular  with 
the  '  smart '  set." 

Daily  Express.  —  "A  lively  and  diverting  volume.  Written  in  a  satirically  humorous 
vein.  The  book  admirably  succeeds  in  keeping  the  reader  interested  and  amused  throughout." 

A.   L.   HARRIS 

The  Sin  of  Salome.    3s.  6d. 

Mrs  E.   BAGOT  HARTE 

Falsely  Condemned.    6s. 

TOM  HEFFERNAN 
The  'Liza  Letters,     a  Humorous  Book.     Sewed,  is. 

Reynolds'  Newspaper.—"  'The 'Liza  Letters,'  by  Tom  Heffernan,  is  an  exceedingly 
clever  piece  of  satire.  A  vulgar,  but  pretty-faced,  animal  comes  to  London.  She  gets  on  the 
music-hall  stage,  marries  a  lord,  and  has  the  usual  liaison  when  she  tires  of  the  effort  to  be 
respectable.  The  author  ingeniously  depicts  her  evolution  from  the  stage  of  bad  spelling  and 
'h'  dropping  to  that  of  the  superficial  Society  women  who  can  write  'smart'  twaddle.  To 
those  who  know  anything  of  the  world,  there  will  be  little  exaggeration  in  this  caustic  picture 
of  modern  manners.     It  is  a  thoroughly  readable  little  book." 

EDGAR  HEWITT 

The  Prettiness  of  Fools.    6s. 

Morning  Post. — "  An  ambitious  book,  ambitious  in  its  style  and  in  the  bold  way  it 
affects  to  tackle  matters  which  are  generally  reserved  for  private  conversation.  At  the  same 
lime  it  were  ungracious  to  deny  that  ^Ir  Edgar  Hewitt  has  written  a  very  clever  book,  full  of 
keen  observation,  and  not  unseasoned  with  humour." 

HENRY  HERMAN 

The  Sword  of  Fate.     6s. 

Black  and  White.  —"A  story  which  holds  our  attention  and  interests  us  right  from  the 
first  chapter.     The  book  is  as  exciting  as  even  a  story  of  sensation  has  any  need  to  be." 


20  Cecil  Court,  Charing  Cross  Road,  London.  W.C. 


28  Greening:  &  Co.,   Ltd.,   Publishers 

LOUISE  PALMER  HEAVEN 

An  Idol  of  Bronze.    3s.  6d. 

Bookmsm. — "  Romance  runs  swiftly  in  this  tale,  and  hot  blood  and  passionate  imperious 
natures  provide  incident  in  plenty,  picturesque  and  tragic." 

Morning  Leader. — "Certainly  above  the  average  novel  in  its  intensity  and  its  stirring 
picture  of  half-barbaric  life  in  a  picturesque  and  little-known  country." 

Vanity  Fair. — "A  dashing  tale  of  Southern  Mexico  ;  one  of  those  stories  which  carry  the 
reader  through  by  its  abundant  incident,  by  its  wealth  of  local  colouring.  .  .  .  Miss 
Heaven  writes  with  the  pen  of  an  artist  and  never  errs  in  taste." 

MOUNT  HOUMAS 

A  Tragic  Contract.     6s. 

Scotsman. — "A  story  that  carries  the  reader  easily  along  with  it  by  the  vivacity  of  its 
movement.     It  is  written  with  a  pleasant  animation  which  should  not  fail  to  afford  enjoyment." 

Glasgow  Herald. — "  The  book  evinces  strength  of  conception,  and  vigour  and  grace  ot 
elaboration,  of  which,  presumably,  more  will  presently  be  heard." 

A  Dreamer's  Harvest.     6s. 

Scotsman. —  "'A  striking  story  and  a  singidarly  faithful  reflection  of  some  emotion  of  the 
human  heart.  It  is  a  brilliant  piece  of  work,  and  the  artistic  beauty  of  the  author's  style  is 
not  inferior  to  his  clever  delineation  of  character." 

Whitehall  Review. — "it  is  a  book  which  in  thought,  conception  and  style  will  compare 
favourably  with  nine-tenths  of  the  fiction  we  are  obliged  to  de\our  no\\adays.  It  is  thought- 
ful and  has  a  definite  purpose." 

C.  GASQUOINE  HARTLEY 

The  Weaver's  Shuttle.    6s. 

WASHINGTON  IRVING 

Rip  Van  Winkle,  together  with  "The  Legend  of 
Sleefy  Hollow."  By  Washington  Irving.  Illustrated  with 
Drawings  by  W.   G.   Mein.     Crown  8vo,  art   clolh,  decorative  cover 

by  Will  Smart,  top  edge  gilt,  2s. 

GROVE  JOHNSON 

The  Idealist.     3s.  6d. 

Times. — "A  clever  fancj'.  Mr  Johnson  has  telling  powers  ot  description  and  he  has 
grasped  effective  characters.  .  .  .  The  Idealist's  professional  visit  to  a  public-house  that  does 
a  roaring  trade  in  vice,  and  his  night  walk  through  a  country  blasted  and  poisoned,  along  the 
banks  of  a  grimy  canal,  titfully  illuminated  by  the  glares  of  the  furnace  tires,  are  strikingly 
effective."' 

BART  KENNEDY 

The  Wandering  Romanoff,     a  Romance.    2s.  6d. 

The  Outlook.  — "  Mr  Bart  Kennedy,  a  young  writer  of  singular  imaginative  gifl-s,  and 
a  style  as  indi\id\ial  as  Mr  Kipling's.  .  .  .  The  writing  of  this  story  is  strongly  original 
in  manner.   ...     A  powerful  book." 
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BART  KENNEDY 

A   Man   Adrift.      6s. 

Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

Mr  Andrew  Lang,  in  the  course  of  a  long  and  laudatory  notice  in  Longman'S 
Magazine,  said: — "It  is  a  strange  photograph  of  rude  and  violent  life.  The  narrator 
always  carries  his  life  in  his  fist,  rie  describes,  better  than  any  other  writer,  the  existence 
of  a  tramp,  and  gives  an  amazing  account  of  the  brutality,  and  even  torture,  practised  on 
workers  in  some  parts  of  the  United  States.  .  .  .  The  book  is  as  simple  in  style  as 
Swift's  writmg ;  a  kind  of  labouring  Trelawny  might  have  fathered  these  adventures  0/ 
a  yoi/jiger  son." 

Mr  Richard  Le  Gallienne  (in  the  Idler). — "'A  Man  Adrift'  has  held  me  as  few 
recent  books  have  power  to  do.  The  book  is  'real'  because  it  has  first  been  really  lived, 
and  then  been  really  written.  Mr  Kennedy's  book  has  held  me,  not  only  Jjy  its  reality 
but  by  its  courage,  its  pity,  its  humour,  its  all-embracing  humanity,  its  quiet  fierceness. 
'  A  Man  Adrift '  is  a  brave  book." 


Darab's  Wine=Cup.    2s.  6d. 


M.A.P. — "  Mr  Kennedy  writes  powerfully,  and  can  grip  the  reader's  imagination,  or 
whirl  it  off  into  the  strangest  domains  of  glamour  and  romance  at  will.  .  .  .  There  is  a 
future  for  this  clever  young  man  from  Tipperary.     He  will  do  great  things." 

Critic. — "Of  a  highly  imaginative  order,  and  distinctly  out  of  the  ordinary  run.  .  .  . 
The  author  has  a  remarkable  talent  for  imaginative  and  dramatic  presentation.  He  sets 
before  himself  a  higher  standard  of  achievement  than  most  young  writers  of  fiction." 

W.  PATRICK  KELLY 

The  Dolomite  Cavern.    3s.  6d. 

Observer. — "  A  story  full  of  exciting  adventure.' 

Saturday  Review. — "  The  plot  is  ingenious,  and  the  style  pleasant." 
Daily  Telegraph. — "Lovers  of  the  sensational  in  fiction  will  find  abundance  of  con- 
genial entertainment  in  Mr  W.  P.  Kelly's  new  story.  In  the  way  of  accessories  to  startling 
situations  all  is  fish  that  comes  to  this  ingenious  author's  net.  The  wonders  of  primitive 
nature,  the  marvels  of  latter-day  science,  the  extravagances  of  human  passion— all  these  he 
dexterously  uses  for  the  purpose  of  involving  his  hero  in  perilous  scrapes  from  which  he  no 
less  dexterously  extricates  him  by  expedients  which,  however  far-fetched  they  may  appear 
to  the  unimaginative,  are  certainly  not  lacking  in  originality  of  device  or  cleverness  of 
construction." 

H.   L.   M.  LANARK 

The  Rough  Torrent  of  Occasion.    6s. 

Morning  Leader.— "When  the  rate  of  production  and  the  path  of  least  resistance  coiint 
for  so  much,  it  is  only  too  rare  to  find  a  novel  which  is  marked  by  accuracy  of  workmanship, 
profound  analysis,  and  a  proper  appreciation  of  the  meaning  of  events  in  their  influence  on 
the  characters  of  the  story.  Most  authors  are  content  with  one  or  two  principal  and  half  a 
dozen  shadowy  subsidiary  personages,  whose  individualities  they  are  too  lazy  or  too  superficial 
to  develop.  In  '  The  Rough  Torrent  of  Occasion '  there  is  no  sign  of  hurried,  slipshod  work. 
There  are  many  characters,  each  with  a  definite  separate  entity;  each  one  is  developed  by 
carefully-conceived  events,  and  the  interaction  of  personalities  is  both  interesting  and  true  to 
life.  Furthermore,  the  writer  is  keenly  alive  to  matters  of  real  vital  importance  in  present 
day  society,  which  is  portrayed  with  a  careful  and  well-balanced  elaboration,  without  cynicism, 
exaggeration,  or  priggishness.  On  the  other  hand,  there  is  throughout  the  book  avein  of 
delightful  humour,  which  relieves  the  more  serious  progress  of  the  story.  From  its  very 
excellence  it  will  not  be  widely  popular ;  yet  this  is  a  book  which  all  lovers  of  true  fiction  will 
be  deeply  grateful  for.     There  is  real  work  in  it." 
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CHAS.   LEPINE 

The  Lady  of  the  Leopard.    6s. 

Public  Opinion. — "A  remarkable  book.  .  .  .  We  are  plunged  into  a  delicious  and 
tantalising  romance ;  incident  follows  incident  like  a  panorama  of  exciting  pictures. 
Fertility  of  imagination  is  everywhere  apparent,  and  the  denouement  is  artfully  concealed 
till  it  Ijursts  upon  the  reader  with  a  suddenness  that  fairly  takes  away  his  breath." 

NICHOLAS  A.   LEYKEN 
Where  the  Oranges  Grow,     a  Humorous  Novel.    6s. 

Scotsman.  — "  A  light  and  lively  story.   .   .   .     'i'he  book  is  full  of  good  fun." 

Weekly  Despatch. — "As  full  of  racy  drollery  as  anything  that  has  been  written  for  a 
long  time." 

Literary  world.  — "  We  have  nothing  but  applause  for  the  genial  author's  merry,  light- 
hearted  satire.   .   .  .     The  book  is  excellently  translated." 

Onlooker. — "  Quite  an  amusing  book." 

Morning  Leader. — "  it  is  a  very  pleasant  and  humorous  account  of  the  journey  of  three 
good-natured,  but  rather  unsophisticated  Russians  through  France  and  Italy.  The  travellers 
make  many  blunders,  and  are  freely  taken  in  by  designing  persons,  but  thej'  maintain  their 
equanimity,  and  one  parts  with  them  with  regret." 

J.    P.   L. 

Mad  ?     An  Exciting  Story  of  Predestination.     2s.  6d. 

Freemasons'  Chronicle. — "  it  is  long  since  we  met  with  so  original  a  character  as  that 
of  Capri,  the  man  who,  with  knife  in  readiness,  waits  for  the  sight  of  that  face  which  he  has 
dreamed  of  by  night  and  imagined  by  day  for  many  years.  Indeed,  the  whole  storj^  is  in 
several  ways  unique,  and  we  can  at  the  moment  think  of  nothing  with  which  to  compare  it, 
unless  it  be  some  parts  of  Zola's  '  Hete  Humaine.'  The  author  of  '  Mad  V '  has  unusual  powers 
of  expression,  and  is  a  master  of  epithet." 

KATE  and  ROBINA  LIZARS 

Committed    to   His  Charge,     a  Canadian  Romance. 
6s. 

Athenaeum. — "This  book  is  decidedly  interesting.  The  aulhor.->  have  a  very  pleasant 
gift  of  gaieti'  and  an  agreeable  way  of  expressing  themseh'es." 

Christian  World. — ''The  incidents  connected  with  the  foiu"  years'  rectorship  of  Tom 
Huntley  are  cleverly  arranged  and  as  cleverly  told.  .  .  .  We  have  nothing  but  praise  for 
this  book,  which  is  strongly  suggestive  of  George  Eliot's  '  Scenes  from  Clerical  Life.'  " 

AGNESE  LAURIE-WALKER 

Pauline  Merrill.    6s. 

W.  LUTHER  LONGSTAFF 

The  Tragedy  of  the  Lady  Palmist.    2s  6d 

Literature. — ''The  story  strikes  the  fresh  note  of  having  been  lived,  experienced,  and 
does  not  come  to  one  as  a  stale  invention.  There  is  human  nature  in  it,  and  passion,  of  a 
kind  ;  tragedy  too.   .   .   .     We  should  say,  '  Read  the  book  by  all  means.'  " 

Morning  Leader. — "Vivid  with  the  strange  lusts  and  cruel  desires  of  an  imagination 
enslaved  to  the  bodj'  .  .  .  powerful  enough  in  the  imaginati\e  treatment  of  the  characters.  .  .  . 
The  luridness  is  simply  Titanic." 
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GEORGE  LONG 

Fortune's  Wheel.    6s. 

Nottingham  Guardian.—"  The  story  is  so  full  of  well-told  incident,  introducing  sport, 
the  turf,  and  the  excitement  of  a  trial,  as  well  as  war,  that  interest  can  hardly  flag,  and  the 
hero  is  a  robust,  honourable  Englishman  of  the  best  type,  while  the  account  of  the  Zulu 
chiefs  relations  with  his  tribe  is  highly  entertaining.  It  is  thus  a  novel  which  will  repay 
readers." 

Dundee  Courier.  — "  Fruitful  in  invigorating  adventure,  and  if  one  cares  for  an 
exciting  romance  '  Fortune's  Wheel'  may  be  commended." 

GEORGE  MARTYN 
Lord   Jimmy.     A  story  of  Music-Hall  Life.     2S.  6d. 

Vanity  Fair. — "The  author  has  a  peculiar  knowledge  of  the  'Halls'  and  those  who 
frequent  them  ;  and  especially,  as  it  seems  to  us,  of  those  Jewish  persons  who  sometimes  run 
them.  And  he  has  made  good  use  of  his  knowledge  here.  But  there  is  more  than  this  in  the 
book;  for  'George  Alartyn'  has  considerable  descriptive  talent.  His  account,  for  instance, 
of  the  fight  between  the  hero  and  the  butcher  is  quite  good.  The  story  is  straightforward, 
convincing,  and  full  of  human  nature  and  promise." 

ERNEST  MARTIN 
Shadows.      a  Series   of  Side    Lights  on  Modern  Society. 

2S. 

Weekly  Times. — "  A  series  of  pictures  sketched  with  considerable  power.  The  last  one, 
'  Hell  in  Paradise,'  is  terrible  in  the  probable  truth  of  conception." 

Northern  Figaro.— "Mr  Martin's  descriptive  paragraphs  are  couched  in  trenchant, 
convincing  language,  without  a  superfluous  word  sandwiched  in  anywhere.  ...  '  Shadows ' 
may  be  read  with  much  profit,  and  will  give  more  than  a  superficial  insight  into  various 
phases  of  society  life  and  manners." 

VALENTINE  MANDELSTAMN 

Jim  Blackwood:  Jockey.  An  Exciting  and  Dramatic 
Tale  of  the  Turf.  Translated  from  the  French  by  Reginald  Bacchus. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Saturday  Review.— "A  fine  bit  of  work.  Very  remarkable,  very  impressive.  'Jim 
Blackwood  '  is  a  book  to  be  read." 

LEWIS  MELVILLE 

In  the  World  of  Mimes.     6s. 

Graphic. — "  Undeniably  interesting." 

Globe. — "  Mr  Melville  has  woven  a  yarn  which  is  at  once  pleasant  and  wholesome." 

Bookman. —  "A  pleasantly-written  story  of  theatrical  life;  vivacious  and  life-like  by 
reason  of  the  spiritual  characters  and  professional  details.  It  is  shrewdly  observed,  and  the 
world  and  the  stage  are  both  described  with  facility." 
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G.   F.  MONKSHOOD 

My   Lady   Ruby   and   John    Basileon :    Chief 

OF  Police.     Two  stories.     2s.  6d. 

Monitor. — "'My  Lady  Ruby'  is  charming,  and  as  witty  as  she  is  charming.  .  .  . 
'  John  Basileon '  evinces  imagination  and  subtlety  of  a  highly-vivid  and  intense  quality. 
The  note  of  the  book  is  modern,  but  of  a  modernity  far  removed  from  that  of  the  term 
understood  by  the  French  Symbolists  and  the  English  Degenerates.  ]\Iessrs  Greening 
&  Co.  are  to  be  congratulated  on  a  publication  which  is  likely  to  arouse  considerable 
attention  in  those  literary  circles  from  which  approbation  is  praise  indeed." 

THOMAS  MOORE 

The  Epicurean.  a  Tale  of  Mystery  and  Adventure. 
By  Thomas  Mookk.  Edited,  witli  an  InUoduction,  by  Justin 
Hannaford.  Illustrated  by  Will  Smart.  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
3s.  6d. 

Bookman. — "  An  interesting,  well-produced  reprint  of  Moore's  popular  Eastern  romance." 

Great  Thoughts.— "  It  is  as  bright  and  fresh  and  entertaining  as  when  first  it  took 
the  reading  world  by  storm  in  1827." 

Whitehall  Review.— "This  reprint  is  welcome,  and  the  manner  in  which  it  is  printed, 
bound  and  produced  is  a  credit  to  the  eminent  firm  who  are  responsible  for  the  edition." 

WILLOUGHBY  MATCHETT 
To   Welcome   the    King.       Humorous  stories-.     3s.  6d. 

Daily  News.— "Rollicking  Irish  humour." 

Sunday  Special.—"  An  interesting  volume." 

Lloyds'  Weekly.—"  Full  of  bubbling  humour." 

The  Academy.—"  Written  with  a  good  deal  of  gusto  and  ingenuity.' 

LOUIS  MARLOW 
The    Puppets'    Dallying.      a  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

St  James's  Gazette. — "  'The  Puppets'  Dallying'  is  a  distinguished  work." 

Vanity  Fair. — "  There  is  abundance  of  cleverness  in  this  book." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette-— "It  contains  several  valuable  qualities— sj'mpathy,  judgment  and 
observation." 

Whitehall  Review.— "The  plan  of  the  story  is  good,  the  sequence  orderly,  and  the 
climax  inevitable.     Altogether  a  keen,  observant  tale  of  men  and  women  of  to-day." 

Mrs  ALEC  M'MILLAN 

The    Weird     Well.        Author    of    "The    Evolution    of 
Daphne."     3s.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  demy  Svo,  sewed,  6d. 
Literary  World. — "An  interesting   brightly-written  story." 
Weekly  Times. — "  Very  powerfully  written.     Will  be  read  with  breathless  interest." 
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HELEN  MILECETE 

A    Qirl     of     the     North.       a    Tale    of    London    and 

Canada.     6s. 

Saturday  Review.  — "  It  is  piquam  and  up-to-date.  Miss  Milecete's  style  is  engagingly 
direct  and  simple,  and  she  has  a  natural  talent  for  story-telling." 

Topical  Times.— "A  pretty  story,  charmingly  written.  ...  It  is  pleasant  to  read, 
mainly  because  it  is  well  written,  but  its  glimpses  of  existence  in  Canada  and  West-End  life 
«lo  rK)t  lack  either  picturesqueness  or  humour."' 

A  Detached  Pirate.     3s.  6d. 

Ladies'  Pictorial.— "  A  clever  and  audacious  book.  The  story  is  told  in  letters,  and 
very  clever  letters  they  are.  .  .  .  Miss  Vandeleur  is  not  nervy,  and  I  prefer  her  wholesome 
audacity  to  the  wild  wailing  of  '  The  Love  Letters  of  an  Englishwoman.' '.' 

Truth. — "  A  light  and  bright  modern  story  of  a  divorcee  with  herself  as  co-respondent. 
Her  habit  of  masquerading  as  a  man  got  her  into  this  truly  American  scrape,  and  the  truly 
American  way  in  which  she  got  out  of  it  and  was  re-united  to  her  Othello  is  told  in  the 
difficult  form  of  letters  with  a  spirit  worthy  of  so  whimsical  a  plot." 

HUME  NISBET 

Paths  of  the  Dead.     6s. 

Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  Sixpence. 

Wasted     Fires.        a    New    Edition,  with  an  explanatory 

Preface.     The  first  volume  of  "The  Author'.s  Edition"  of  Mr  Hume 
Nisbet's  books.     6s. 

Daily  Mail.—"  a  forcible  tale  forcibly  told." 

Daily  Express.— "A  highly  readable  and  interesting  story,  told  vigorously  and  with 
much  colour." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette.  —  "  A  rousing  story,  a  good  tale,  and  an  hour  or  so  spent  in  reading 
it  will  be  less  wasted  than  many  hours  of  human  life  are." 

Morning  Post.—"  One  of  the  best  he  has  written." 

Daily  Graphic.—"  Hume  Nisbet's  romance  of  Australia  and  England  comes  along  with 
less  advertisement  than  many  another  novel,  but  for  careful  workmanship  and  excellence  of 
descriptive  matter  it  is  ahead  of  the  majority.  In  the  person  of  the  artist  hero  the  author  has 
created  a  character  well  worth  studying.  His  description  of  the  mental  and  physical  condition 
of  his  hero,  verging  upon  madness  through  overwork,  is  a  very  powerful  and  striking  piece  of 
work,  and  would  alone  make  the  book  notal)le." 

MICHAEL  O'DONOVAN 

Mr  Muldoon.    6s. 

Northern  Whig.— "An  admirable  piece  of  fun  and  fooling  from  first  to  last." 
ResmoldS.- "  There  is  plenty  of  laughter  in  these  pages,  and  some  keen  satire  on  various 
Celtico-clerical  characteristics. " 

Daily  Courier.— "As  the  author  has  endowed  him  (Mr  Muldoon)  with  a  lively  humour 
and  a  pretty  wit,  every  page  sparkles  with  fun.  It  is  safe  to  prophesy  for  this  really  clever 
book  a  wide  popularity." 

Morning  Leader.—"  This  is  a  highly  successful  and  di\erting  piece  of  fiction." 
_  Free  Lance.—"  Probably  nobody  has  done  anything  so  good  in  the  line  of  Irish  humour 
smce  Mr  F.  P.  Dunne  invented  that  outspoken  philosopher,  Mr  Dooley.  'Mr  Muldoon' 
could  never  have  been  written  by  anyone  but  an  Irishman  with  a  keen  sense  of  that  subtle 
humour  so  peculiar  to  the  Isle  of  Erin,  and,  possibly,  it  could  never  have  been  written  by  any- 
one but  Mr  O'Donovan  himself." 
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ELLIOTT  O'DONNELL 

For  Satan's  Sake.     6s. 

Outlook. — "Mr  Elliott  O'Donnell  has  the  right  touch  for  sensational  fiction,  never 
condescending  to  commonplace  melodrama." 

Rapid  Review. — "An  e.xtraordinary  eflfort  of  imagination.  .  .  .  The  author's  power 
of  imagining  and  presenting  awful  things  is  really  notable." 

Graphic.—"  Miss  Marie  Corelli  has  a  serious  rival  in  Mr  Elliott  O'Donnell.' 
Daily  Express. — "  Ingenious  and  exciting.     '  For  Satan's  Sake'  has  the  advantage  of  a 
surprising  plot." 

Bystander. — "The  book  is  remarkable,  and  Mr  O'Donnell  certainly  has  the  gift  of 
telling  an  exciting  story.  He  is  by  no  means  lacking  in  imagination.  He  takes  his  readers 
straight  to  the  innermost  recesses  of  Hell,  and  it  is  a  Hell  which  owes  little  to  accepted 
tradition." 

Methodist  Recorder. — "So striking  a  work  of  imagination  has  not,  we  think,  latelj' 
appeared.  .  .  .  Many  of  the  scenes  are  of  lurid  horror,  but  the  tone  of  the  book  is  pure  and 
elevating,  and  the  climax  is  one  of  the  most  thrilling  scenes  in  modern  fiction." 

Bookman. — "Mr  Elliott  O'Donnell  has  a  wild  and  vigorous  imagination,  and  in  '  For 
Satan's  Sake,'  which  we  take  to  be  a  first  book,  he  has  given  it  full  sway.  ...  It  is  a  book 
quick  with  fervid  descriptions,  fantastic  in  conception,  grim  at  times.  ' 

Daily  Telegraph. — "Mr  O'Donnell's  extraordinary  but  clever  and  powerfully  written 
book." 

Guardian. — "The  book  is  melodramatic,  and  at  times  lurid,  yet  it  possesses  a  certain 
force,  and  its  tendency  throughout  is  to  exalt  goodness." 

Daily  Mail.—"  Considerable  power  is  shown  by  Mr  Elliott  O'Donnell  in  his  first  novel, 
For  Satan's  Sake,'  which  must  be  regarded  as  a  work  of  promise.  The  idea  underlyingthe 
story  is  hardly  a  new  conception,  but  it  is  well  developed  and  made  distinctly  interesting. 
The  scope  of  the  book  is  somewhat  ambitious,  but  it  is  none  the  worse  on  that  accounnt,  and 
Mr  O'Donnell  must  be  enrolled  among  our  younger  writers  from  whom  good  work  may  be 
expected." 

The  Unknown  Depths.     6s. 

(/iV  PR  EPA  RA  TION) 

Dinevah,  The  Beautiful.     6s. 

LEONARD  OUTRAM 

The  Lady  of  Criswold.    2s.  6d. 

Court  Circular.—  "  it  reminds  us  forcibly  of  a  story  in  real  life  that  engrossed  public 
attention  many  years  ago.  Whether  this  was  in  the  author's  mind  we  cannot  say,  but  the 
book  is  deeply  interesting,  the  characters  well  and  strongly  drawn,  and  we  doubt  not  this  tale 
will  fascinate  many  a  reader." 

MADAME  ORZESZKO 

The  Modern  Argonatus.     6s. 

Daily  Chronicle.—"  A  powerful  story,  clever  and  amusing." 

Daily  News.—"  The  picture  which  Madame  Orzeszko  presents,  painted  on  impressionist 
lines,  with  suggestions  of  the  symbolistic  school,  is  distinctly  striking.  .  .  .  Each  of  the 
characters  in  this  stirring  work  is  individualised  with  great  skill." 
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MADAME  ORZESZKO 

An  Obscure  Apostle.     6s. 

S£lturda.y  Review.  —  "An  absorbing  and  delightful  story,  and  we  are  sure  it  will  be  read 
with  the  greatest  pleasure  by  those  who  can  best  appreciate  the  merits  of  the  finer  kinds  of 
fiction." 

British  Weekly. — "A  good  story,  dramatic,  poetic  and  pathetic." 

Daily  Graphic. — "An  admirable  translation  of  a  fine,  intensely  human  tragedy.  One 
reads  it  from  first  to  last  entirely  fascinated." 

J.   L.   OWEN 

Seven  Nights  with  Satan.    3s.  6d. 

St  James's  Gazette. — "We  have  read  the  book  from  start  to  finish  with  unflagging 
interest — an  interest,  by  the  way,  which  derives  nothing  from  the  'spice,'  for  though  its  title 
may  be  suggestive  of  Zolaism,  there  is  not  a  single  passage  which  is  open  to  objection.  The 
literary  style  is  good." 

GEORGES  OHNET 
In    Deep   Abyss,     a   Novel   by  Georges   Ohnet,  author 

of     "The     Ironmaster,"     "Serge     Panine,"     "  Dr     Rameau,"     etc. 
Translated  by  Fked  Rothwell,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Daily  Express. — "  A  fine  impressive  story,  well  told." 

St  James's  Gazette. — "  The  plot  is  dramatic  and  highly  satisfactory." 

Daily  Telegraph.  —  "A  graphic  and  pathetic  story  told  by  Ohnet  in  his  well-known 

style." 

To-day. — "A  very  vigorous  and  sensational  story." 

Sunday  Times. — "  Ohnet  knows  how  to  maintain  popular  interest  in  a  sensational  story 

and  how  to  pile  up  scenes  of  excitement." 

Great  Thoughts. — "  It  is  a  most  exciting  melodrama,   but  a  melodrama  with  a  serious 

and  worthy  aim.   .  .   .     The  story  is  told  with  immense  verve,  and  the  reader's  interest  is  well 

sustained." 

BARONESS  ORCZY. 

The     Scarlet      Pimpernel.         a    Romance.       Tenth 
Edition.     6s.     Illustrated  by  H.  M.  Brock. 

Daily  Telegraph. — "it  is  something  distmctly  out  of  the  common,  well  conceived, 
vividly  told,  and  stirring  from  start  to  finish." 

Speaker. — "An  exciting  novel  is  'The  Scarlet  Pimpernel,'  which  should  be  read  by 
-everybody." 

Great  Thoughts. — "One  of  the  Ijest  historical  romances  I  remember  to  have  read.  It 
is  true  to  the  facts  of  the  French  Revolution,  on  which  it  is  based,  and  to  the  probabilities  of 
the  situations  created.  The  story  is  splendidly  told.  It  is  exciting  from  beginning  to  end. 
What  more  could  you  desire?" 

Church  Times. — "  The  story  of  the  mysterious  Scarlet  Pimpernel,  so  successful  on  the 
:stage,  makes  also  an  excellent  novel.  It  narrates  the  adventures  of  a  daring  Englishman,  who 
devotes  himself  to  the  perilous  task  of  rescuing  French  aristocrats  from  the  revolutionaries,  and 
•conveying  them  to  England  and  safety.  There  is  real  ingenuity  in  the  plot,  and  human 
interest  in  the  characters,  and  it  is  an  artistic  piece  of  work,  thoroughly  readable  and  com- 
mendable." 

Truth. — "The  interest  is  kept  up  quite  naturally  at  an  intense  pitch.  I  can  recommend 
you  to  read  it.     Especially  thrilling  is  the  scene  in  the  little  French  inn  at  the  close." 

St  James's  Gazette. — "  There  is  a  high  spirit  of  enterprise  all  through  it,  and  a  touch  ot 
romance  and  hinnour  that  puts  it  above  the  ordinary  level  of  books." 
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BARONESS  ORCZY 

The  Emperor's  Candlesticks.  Third  Edition.  3s.  6d. 

Athenseum. — "  Can  be  unhesitatingly  commended.  ,  The  interest  is  maintained  from 

first  to  last.  .   .  .     The  plot  is  cleverly  worked  out." 

Spectator.  —  "  The  incidents  are  thrilling  as  well  as  ingeniously  contrived." 

Black  and  White.— "Has  a  bright  and  sparkling  style,  and  a  talent  for  keeping  the 

reader's  attention  at  concert  pitch.     Told  with  real  art.  .  .  .     Impossible  to  lay  down  the 

book." 

Scotsman.— 'A  picturesque  romance.  Will  be  followed  with  interest.  Happily  conceived 
incidents." 

Daily  Telegraph. — "  It  is  really  a  capital  tale,  full  of  invention  and  ingenuity,  keeping 
the  reader  in  doubt  and  suspense  to  the  very  last  page.  It  has  a  touch  of  genius  about  it  for 
plot  and  contrivance." 


By 


the    God5    Beloved.       (Originally  announced   as 
"The  Beloved  of  the  Gods.")      Third  Edition.     6s. 

The  late  L.  F.  Austin  in  the  Daily  Chronicle. — "The  effrontery  of  the  plot  is  colossal ; 
but  it  is  sustained  at  a  magnificent  pitch  from  first  to  last.  ...  As  for  this  romance,  which 
resuscitates  antiquity,  takes  captive  imagination  and  reason  alike,  and  leaves  you  in  positive 
grief  at  parting  with  the  characters  who  have  held  you  fast  by  a  marvellous  semblance  of  truth 
to  the  last  syllable,  there  is  no  man  breathing  whose  efforts  in  this  line  can  be  matched  with 
'  By  the  Gods  Beloved.'" 

Saturday  Review. — "  Baroness  Orczy  has  a  very  pretty  talent  for  story-telling  of  the 
fantastic  order.  She  has  chosen  a  Rider-Haggard-like  theme  for  '  By  the  Gods  Beloved,'  and 
has  developed  it  in  quite  an  ingenious  and  Rider-Haggard-like  manner.  .  .  .  The  setting  is- 
picturesque  and  the  story  itself  engrossing." 

Bystander.  — "  One  of  the  pleasantest  pieces  of  fiction  we  have  read.  The  imaginative 
descriptions  are  wonderfully  done,  and  one  rushes  breathless  from  page  to  page." 

Globe. — "A  really  admirable  novel  of  love  and  passion,  of  peril,  crime  and  heroism.  '  By 
the  Gods  Beloved  '  is  a  fresh,  and  thrilling,  and  absorbing  tale." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "  Of  all  the  weird  tales  of  unknown  nations,  none  better  has  been 
written  than  this  story  of  a  lost  Egyptian  race.  '  By  the  Gods  Beloved  '  is  a  capital  romance, 
alive  with  an  interest  at  times  almost  too  poignant.  .  .  .  The  book  abounds  in  dramatic 
scenes,  dramatically  told,  and  in  wonderful  descriptions  of  scenerj^  and  surroundings." 

A   Son    of    the    People^    a  Romance  of  the  Hungarian 
Plains.     6s. 

{IN  PREPARA  TION) 

The  Old   rian    in   the    Corner,     a  Detective 

Story.     6s. 

Beau    Brocade,      a  Romance.     6s. 

WILLIAM  PLATT 

The  Staff  in  Flower     6s. 

Bookman. — "It  has,  what  so  many  novels  have  not,  a  definite  purpose  and_  a  bold 
originality  of  outlook.     It  is  a  book  which  makes  one  curious  to  know  who  wrote  it." 

The  World. — "The  vigour  and  boldness,  recklessness  indeed,  with  which  theories  are 
advanced,  conclusions  arc  rather  wrenched  than  drawn,  and  flxmg  at  the  reader's  head,  give 
the  book  an  attraction." 
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WILLIAM  PLATT 

The  Maid  Lilias.    6s. 

SCOtSUiail. — "A  cleverly  written  and  readable  novel." 

Daily  News. — "  Mr  Wm.  Piatt  possesses  many  of  the  qualities  that  go  to  the  making  of 
a  successful  novelist.  His  imaginative  powers  of  no  mean  order,  his  literary  ability,  is 
considerable,  and  he  has  a  gift  for  bright  and  animated  dialogue.  In  his  latest  novel,  '  The 
Maid  Lilias,'  all  these  features  will  be  found." 

Week's  Survey. — "A  sincere  and  earnest  book.  There  is  a  genial  optimism  about  this 
work  which  nowadays  comes  almost  as  a  refreshing  novelty." 

J.  GASTRELL  PHILLIPS 

Tales  from  Spain.    6s. 

Times. — "Well-considered  stories  in  a  quiet  vein  of  romantic  sentiment." 
Daily  Express. — "These  seven  short  tales,  typical  of  life  and  customs  in  Spain,  will  be 
read  with  great  interest.  They  include  a  realistic  and  painful  story  of  '  The  Auto-de-Fe,' 
and  an  amusing  love  story,  in  which  a  band  of  strolling  players  are  utilised  by  a  love-sick 
swain  to  induce  the  consent  of  the  girl's  guardian  to  their  marriage.  '  The  Bull  Fight '  and 
'  The  Priest,'  which  are  natural  subjects  in  the  land  of  Spain,  are  also  admirably  depicted." 

DAISY  HUGH  PRYCE 
Love'5  nirage.     Author  of  "  Valda  Hanem,"  "Goddesses 

Three,''  etc.     6s. 

Scotsman. — "With  ingenuity  and  strength  Miss  Pryce  at  once  describes  a  delightful 
voj-age  on  the  Nile,  and  tells  a  pretty  and  attractive  love  story.  .  .  .  The  author  is  happy 
in  her  creation  of  the  heroine — a  pretty  and  accomplished  English  girl,  poor  but  of  good 
family.  .  .  .  The  hero  is  an  Englishman  picked  up  in  Cairo,  a  man  of  many  parts  and 
high  character,  whose  fascinating  manners  and  gentlemanly  courtesy  command  the  admira- 
tion ot  all.  .  .  .  Of  course,  there  is  a  jealous  woman  in  the  party,  and  once  or  twice  an 
awkward,  even  tragic,  complication  is  threatened ;  but  the  story  ends  well  and  happily 
to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  the  reader." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "Miss  Pryce  is  a  clever  and  fluent  writer.  She  carries^  us  along 
her  prattling,  rattling  stream  of  fiction  with  charming  vivacity.  .  .  .  The  glimpses  of 
society  life  in  Egypt,  the  life  of  the  winter  visitor,  are  cleverly  given." 

COMPTON  READE 

The  Aftcr=Ta5te.    6s. 

Daily  Graphic — "Amply  repays  for  the  reading,  for  it  is  written  with  a  keen  sense  of 
the  fitness  of  things,  and  without  setting  probability  at  nought — qualities  not  too  frequently 
found  in  novels.  It  is  written  in  a  sympathetic  style,  and  keeps  the  attention  centred  in  the 
interesting  career  of  the  heroine." 

MAISIE  REID  (LADY  FRIVOL) 

The  Ice  riaiden.     3s  6d. 

CAMPBELL  RAE-BROWN. 

The  Shadow  on  the  Manse,    a  story  of  Religion 

and  the  Stage.     3s.  6d. 
Public  Opinion. — "An  excellent  novel  in  every  way." 
Bookman. — "An  interesting  story  well  told." 
Weekly  Sun. — "  A  touching  story  and  a  clever  one.' 
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CAMPBELL  RAE-BROWN 

The  Resurrection  of  His  Grace.     Being  the 

very  candid  Confessions  of  the  Honourable  Bertie  Beauclerc. 
A  Sporting  Novel.  Author  of  "  The  Shadow  on  the  Manse,'"  "  Kissing 
Cup's  Race,"  etc.     2s.  6d. 

Scotsman. — "The  book  is  lightlj'and  briskly  written  throughout.  Its  pleasant  cynicism 
is  always  entertaining." 

Sporting  Life.— "  The  character  of  the  heartless  roue,  who  tells  his  story,  is  very  well 
sustained,  and  the  rich  parvenu,  Peter  Drewitt,  the  owner  of  the  favourite  that  is  very 
nearly  nobbled  by  the  unscrupulous  Beauclerc,  is  cleverly  drawn.  Altogether  it  is  an  ex- 
citing and  an  uncommon  tale,  and  is  quite  correct  in  all  the  sporting  details." 

EDGAR  SALTUS 

rir  IncouTs  riisadventure.     3s.  6d. 

Morning  Post. — "An  undeniably  powerful  work." 

Mr  Douglas  Sladen  in  the  Queen.—"  It  is  admirably  written.  He  (Mr  -Saltus)  is  the 
most  blase  of  writers,  but  one  of  the  best  in  style.  He  is  so  terse  that  he  can  put  a  v/hole  scene 
before  you  in  a  few  lines.  .  .  .  His  epigrams  and  phrases  are  simply  admirable.  ...  '  ^Ir 
Incoul's  Misadventure'  is  a  very  powerful  book." 


Mary  of  Magdala.    3s.  6d. 


Whitehall  Review. — "A  very  striking  a  very  powerful,  and  a  very  uncompromising 
picture  of  the  days  in  which  Christ  came  to  the  Romans.  From  the  powerfully-written 
description  of  the  races  in  the  Hippodrome,  with  which  the  story  opens,  to  the  last  scene  of 
all,  which  discovers  the  Magdalene  prone  at  the  door  of  the  vacant  tomb,  we  cannot  but  give 
praise  to  the  evident  signs  of  care  which  paints  for  us  such  very  realistic  pictures  as  are  here  to 
be  found.  ...  I  know  no  other  book  other  than  Fleubert's  '  Salome '  which  presents  such 
graphically-drawn  characters,  or  such  genuinely-conceived  pictures  as  this.  ...  In  short, 
'Mary  of  Magdala'  is  a  clever  book,  an  erudite  book,  and  a  well-written  and  powerful 
book." 

The  Pomps  of  Satan.     3s.  6d.  net. 

(Seepage  5.) 

MARIE  M.  SADLEIR. 

Such  is  the  Lav     6s. 

St  James's  Budget.  —  "  So  full  of  incident  is  '  Such  is  the  Law  '  that  we  are  unable  to  do 
more  than  touch  the  fringe  of  the  plot,  and  must  leave  to  the  reader  the  task  of  watching  the 
development  of  the  new  romance,  which  produces  an  aftermath  of  happiness  for  Lavender,  and 
brings  a  thoroughly  interesting  story  to  a  satisfactory  close." 


3n  Uncanny  Girl.     2s.  6d. 


Daily  Telegraph.— "A  remarkable  tale.  The  narrative  teems  with  surprises.  .  .  . 
There  is  plenty  of  'go'  in   'An  Uncanny  Girl.'" 

Sir  Edward  Russell  in  Liverpool  POSt.— "  A  very  clever  and  subtle  story.  .  .  _.  The 
action  is  exciting,  and  the  invention  of  incidents  adroit.  But  beyond  this  popular  merit  there 
is  that  of  clever  and  characteristic  description.  .  .  .  Mrs  Sadleir  is  ingenious  as  a  story-teller, 
and  vigorous  and  pungent  as  a  writer." 
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CLEMENT  SCOTT 

Madonna  Mia.     3s.  6d 

World. — "Clement  Scott  is  nothing  if  not  sympathetic,  and  every  one  of  the  ten  stories  is 
not  only  thoroughly  readable,  but  is  instinct  with  sentiment ;  for  Mr  Scott  still  retains  a 
wonderful  enthusiasm,  usually  the  attribute  of  youth.  'Drifting'  is  a  very  fresh  and  con- 
vincing narrative,  founded,  we  understand,  upon  truth,  and  containing  within  a  small  compass 
the  materials  for  a  verj'  stirring  drama.  'A  Cross  of  Heather,'  too,  is  a  charming  romance, 
told  with  real  pathos  and  feeling." 

THOMAS  SCOTT. 

Morcar.     6s. 

Times. — "  A  readable  story  of  the  noble  house  of  Morcar  in  the  time  of  James  I." 

Lloyds  Weekly.— "Mr  Scott  in  this  story  has  quite  caught  the  vein  of  old-fashioned 
romance.  He  grips  the  reader's  attention.  .  .  .  Thrilling  incidents  are  plentiful,  and  the 
historical  element  is  well  maintained." 

Scotsman. — "  Good  historical  romance  is  not  too  frequent  in  modern  fiction,  and  an  author 
who  essays  to  lead  the  taste  of  novel  readers  in  this  direction  is  deserving  of  encouragement. 
Mr  Scott  goes  back  to  the  sixteenth  century,  and  out  of  the  troublous  happenings  of  these 
liistoric  times  he  has  constructed  a  briskly-moving  story  of  love  and  mystery." 

HENRYK  SIENKIEWICZ. 

In    Monte    Carlo.      2s.    6d.      Author    of   "Quo  Vadis," 

"With  Fire  and  Sword,"  etc. 

M.  A.  P.  —  "Very  light  and  daint^'  in  its  tone.  '  In  Monte  Carlo'  is  a  typical  example  of 
the  work  of  the  great  Polish  writer.  ...  It  is  the  old,  old  tale  of  a  man  with  a  maid — plus 
a  lady  with  the  instincts  of  the  vampire,  who  lives  in  the  gambling  hell  of  Europe." 

Fall  Mall  Gazette. — "  it  is  beyond  all  question  the  work  of  a  great  artist.  It  is  subtly 
analytical  and  psychologically  true.  So  triumphant  is  the  art  of  the  Polish  novelist  that  we 
follow  the  story  with  lively  sympathy  and  unflagging  interest.  ...  It  is  always  interesting  ; 
the  clear,  able  and  convincing  portrayal  of  the  two  leading  characters  gives  the  book  its  chief 
value.  There  are  wise  sayings  and  occasional  epigrams,  and  the  thumbnail  sketches  of  Mrs 
Elsen's  lo\ers  are  wholly  admirable.'' 

HERBERT  SPURRELL 
At   Sunrise.       a  story  of  the  Beltane.     6s. 

Record.  — "  A  powerful  romance.  .  .  .  The  idea  is  well  worked  out,  and  the  story  is  full 
(jf  \ivid  incident." 

To-day.  — "  A  very  excellent  romance." 

Times. — "A  readable  story  of  Roman  and  Briton  in  the  West  of  England  in  the  first 
century  of  the  Christian  era." 

Outlook. — "  Mr  Spurrell's  tale  is  decidedly  entertaining." 

Court  Journal. — "  '  At  Sunrise  '  is  a  remarkably  good  book,  written  by  a  man  who  has  a 
keen  sense  of  dramatic  effect,  and  who  spares  no  pains  in  thoroughly  mastering  the  period  of 
which  he  writes." 

Daily  News. — "The  tale  is  one  of  adventure  marked  by  records  of  thrilling  incident. 
The  volume  contains  vivid  pictures  of  Druidical  ceremonies  and  sacrifice.  Perhaps  the  best 
scene  is  the  one  which  represents  a  fierce  conflict  between  the  Romans  and  the  Britons,  ending 
in  the  victory  of  the  latter.  The  author  writes  in  a  pleasant  and  easy  manner,  knows  well  how 
to  retain  the  interest  of  the  reader,  and  shows  considerable  descriptive  power." 
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H.  GEORGE  F.  SPURRELL 
Out   of    the    Past.      stories  of  the  Ancient  East.     6s. 

AtlieilSBUm.  —  "The  stories  —  three  in  number  —  are  concerned  with  the  horrors  and 
splendours  of  the  mighty  monarchies  which  shared,  in  ancient  days,  the  dominion  of  the  East, 
pre-Roman  and  pre-Mohammedan.  It  must  be  said  he  (Mr  Spurrell)  has  painted  a  bold  picture 
in  lurid  colours  ;  like  the  art  of  Assyria,  its  bulls  and  lions,  it  is  splendid  and  impressive." 

British  Weekly.  —  "'Out  of  the  Past'  takes  us  into  the  changeless  East.  The  author 
wears  a  magic  veil,  he  sleeps  and  awakes  with  wondrous  Oriental  romances  in  his  brain.  They 
are  wild  and  full  of  terrors,  but  they  are  fruits  of  a  brisk  imagination." 

ROBERT  H.  SHERARD 

Wolves.    6s. 

To-day. — "  Quite  one  of  the  most  exciting  stories  I  have  read  for  some  while." 
Court  Journal. — "  Rising    to  heights  not  unworthy  of  Dumas  at  his  best,  containing 
passages  of  high  dramatic  power,  instinct  with  notable  characterisation. 

Literary  World. — "  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  '  Wolves  '  is  a  masterpiece  in  the  class 
of  literature  to  which  it  belongs.  There  is  all  the  weird  atmosphere  of  '  Dracula ' ;  but, 
above  and  beyond  this,  there  is  a  backbone  of  good  sound  work.  Christine,  the  heroine,  who 
swears,  and  hunts  wolves,  and  yet  is  a  woman  every  inch,  is  a  most  attractive,  if  unconventional, 
•character." 


The  Lyons  Mail.     6s. 


Public  Opinion. — "We  get  not  only  an  insight  into  the  doings  of  the  Knights  of  the 
French  Swords  in  the  last  years  of  the  eighteenth  century,  but  a  vivid  and  exciting  story." 
Queen. — "The  book  is  terse  and  interesting.     It  never  flags." 

TYSON  STUBBS 

riy  Chums  at  SchooL     6s. 

Aberdeen  Free  Press, — "  it  is  written  in  a  wholesome,  bright  style,  and  is  full  of  fun 
and  humour." 

Glasgow  Herald. — "it  is  a  story  for  boys,  and  the  breezy  directness  with  which  its 
numerous  lively  and  amusing  incidents  are  described  is  bound  to  capture  the  sympathy  and 
applause  of  the  constituency  it  is  intended  for." 

T.  W.  SPEIGHT 

flora.  One  Woman's  History.  Author  of  "The  Crime  of 
the  Wood,"  "The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke,"  etc.  6s.  Popular 
Edition,  demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

Scotsman. — "  One  may  run  through  the  story  of  '  Mora'  with  considerable  enjoyment  of 
the  brisk  development  of  an  amusing  little  drama.  ...  It  is  clever  in  contrivance,  and 
lively  and  entertaining." 

Atbenseum. — "The  story  is  pleasing  and  wholesome.  Its  general  character  is  that  of  a 
comedy  with  occasional  lapses  into  the  realm  of  drama.  .  .  .  '  Mora  '  is  quite  like  literature, 
with  some  amusing  scenes,  and  a  general  prevalence  of  good  temper." 


Two  in  One.     3s  6d. 


Scotsman. — "Avery  entertaining  and  exhilarating  volume.     Vivacious  and  clever." 

Daily  Graphic. — "  '  Two  in  One'  is  clever  and  brightly  written." 

Nottingham  Guardian. — "  Mr  Speight  holds  the  interest  of  the  reader  in  both  stories. 
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CONSTANCE  SUTCLIFFE 

Our  Lady  of  the  Ice.    6s. 

The  World. — "  There  are  great  qualities  in  this  book,  and  two  original  characters,  Max 
Imseng,  the  Swiss  guide,  and  Katrine,  his  wife — '  Italian  born  on  the  father's  side.'  The 
latter  is  the  more  striking  of  the  two,  and  is  indeed  a  study  of  human  nature  under  strange 
conditions  which  ought  to  make  its  mark.  The  woman's  fatal  misinterpretation  of  Jack 
Bramscombe,  a  fine  specimen  of  the  active  and  restless  young  Englishman,  capable  as  we  see 
but  poor  Katrine  does  not,  of  noble  self-forgetfulness,  and  towards  her  of  unlucky  reticence, 
is  used  with  success.  Katrine's  strong,  tenacious,  silently-enduring,  intensely-loving  nature, 
always  under  the  oppression  of  the  one  dread  which  makes  the  gallant,  generous  young 
patron  who  is  her  husband's  idol  an  object  of  superstitious  aversion  to  her,  is  brought  out 
with  strength  and  tenderness  rarely  found.  The  construction  of  the  story  is  deserving  of 
warm  praise,  and  its  grave,  imafifected  style,  which  rises  to  the  true  note  of  passionate 
emotion  when  that  is  needed,  harmonises  with  the  scene,  the  incidents,  and  the  actors." 

REGINALD  TURNER 

Dorothy  Raeburn.    6s. 

Daily  Telegraph. — "There  is  a  mystery  in  the  background  relating  to  the  heroine's 
parentage  which  whets  the  reader's  curiosity  from  the  beginning  and  gives  piquancy  to  the 
narrative.  The  story  is  well  written  in  an  easy  and  attractive  style,  and  is  thoroughly  bright, 
lively  and  interesting." 

Court  Journal  — "  it  is  a  charming  story  beautifully  recounted,  and  ail  the  characters 
are  human  and  very  lovable." 

Scotsman. — "  The  story  is  cleverly  written,  has  many  excellent  touches  of  observation, 
and  shows  a  wide  knowledge  of  human  nature." 

Free  Lance. — "  The  story  holds  the  interest  of  the  reader  and  pleases  the  fancy." 

Lloyds'  Weekly  Newspaper. — "in  'Dorothy  Raeburn'  we  have  what  is  really  a 
charming  love  story." 

Dundee  Courier. — "  No  apprentice  hand  could  have  written  this  love  story.  The  history 
of  Dorothy  Raeburn  could  not  have  been  given  to  the  public  in  more  choice  and  delicate 
language,  and  the  construction  is  exceedingly  well  done.  While  many  of  the  characters  are 
quietly  sketched,  others  are  painted  with  boldness,  but  each  and  all  are  cleverly  portrayed, 
and  fit  into  the  canvas,  and  call  for  no  touching  up  on  view  day.  Dorothy  Raeburn  as  a  novel 
is  a  brilliant  piece  of  work,  and  in  saying  so  one  feels  one  is  only  giving  the  book  its  due." 

The  Comedy  of  Progress.    6s. 

Fall  Mall  Gazette. — "  A  cleverly-written  story  of  more  than  usual  interest.  Mr  Turner 
has  here  something  to  say,  and  says  it  well.  From  the  first  page  onward  we  follow  the  career 
.of  Maurice  Yorke  with  close  interest,  an  interest  which  never  flags,  and  the  final  chapter  is  in 
every  way  equal  to  the  book's  earlier  promise.  There  is  nothing  slipshod,  no  falling  off. 
The  author  has  given  us  sterling  good  work  throughout.  The  characterisation  of  Lady 
Sothern  is  excellent — so  human  withal.  '  The  Comedy  of  Progress'  is  a  brilliant  novel,  its 
ititle,  by  the  way,  fitting  it  '  like  a  glove.'  " 

Morning  FOSt. — "  Readers  will  be  delighted  with  '  The  Comedy  of  Progress  '  by  Reginald 
Turner.  The  story  is  told  with  skill  and  true  artistic  effect.  Lady  Sothern  is  an  excellently- 
drawn  character,  full  of  life  and  force.  The  charm  and  influence  which  she  exercises  over  all 
who  know  her  are  quite  convincingly  expressed,  and  the  scene  with  her  husband  when  she 
confesses  herself  an  old  woman  and  stamps  on  her  jewels  is  very  ably  done.  Mr  Turner  may 
be  sincerely  congratulated  on  accomplishing  a  difficult  task  with  more  restraint  and  ability 
than  one  generally  expects  in  such  efforts." 
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REGINALD  TURNER 
The  -Steeple.     6s.     Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

The  Times.  — "  Few  readers  who  take  it  up  will  readily  lay  it  down.  .  .  .  Mr  Turner 
is  successful,  and  his  sketches  of  men,  women  and  creeds  are,  generally  speaking,  humorous, 
shrewd  and  suggestive." 

Observer. — "  A  very  well  told  story  ;  the  characters  are  drawn  v\'ith  much  freshness  and 
clearness  of  delineation.  .  .  .  Bright  and  lively  without  being  flippant.  Mr  Turner's  story 
is  decidedly  entertaining  and  well  written,  and  will  probably  be  popular." 

Outlook. — "A  purposeful  story  altogether  out  of  the  common  ruck.  It  is  both  daring 
and  con\incing.  The  portrait  of  Frank  Lester  is  surely  as  coolly  relentless  a  thing  as  has 
been  done  for  a  long  time.  ...  It  is  excellently  and  pitilessly  done.  .  .  .  We  would  quote 
some  contingent  excellences.  The  chief,  perhaps,  is  Mr  Turner's  dash  in  carrying  off  an 
extravagant  situation.  .  .  .  His,  also,  is  the  gift  of  broad,  almost  farcical  characterisation. 
And  to  these  must  be  added  a  brisk  turn  in  narrative,  of  which  scarce  a  page  lacks  shining 
example.  " 

Cynthia's    Damages.       6s.      Popular   Edition,    demy 

8vo,  .sewed,  6d. 

Daily  Telegrapll.  —  "A  story  in  which  wit,  humour,  farce  and  sarcasm  are  admirablj- 
blended — an  extravaganza  brimful  of  fun,  and  showing  considerable  power  in  the  management 
of  dialogue,  as  well  as  in  character-drawing.  The  author  appears  to  be  what  the  French  call 
a  blag-iicur,  and  treats  the  affair  of  stage-life  and  society  with  a  polished  and  easy  cynicism 
that  e\okes  a  smile  and  compels  us  to  read  on.  .  .  .  The  story  from  beginning  to  end  is 
sprightly  and  vivacious,  contains  manj-  quaint  touches  of  observation,  and  is  altogether  a 
readable  book." 

Candid  Friend.— "  Mr  Reginald  Turner  is  new  to  me  as  a  novelist,  but  if '  Cynthia's 
Damages'  is  his  first  novel,  it  Is  one  of  the  best  first  novels  I  have  read  this  long  while.  It  is 
a  story  of  the  stage  by  a  man  who  really  knows  it.  He  has  the  life  of  which  he  writes  at  his 
finger  ends  ;  and  paints  his  pictures  with  an  admirable  light  sure  touch.  .  .  .  But  Mr 
Turner  is  more  than  an  exact  writer,  writing  all  the  things  he  knows  ;  he  is  exceedingly 
amusing  and  of  a  genuine  wit." 

Castles  in  Kensington.    6s. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette  —  "  A  story  told  with  a  sparkle,  which,  if  not  champagne,  has  all  the 

qualities  of  sparkling  hock." 

Academy. — "A  good-natured  cynic  is  Mr  Turner.  A  man  whose  sarcasm  is  never  ill- 
natured,  \\hose  wit  is  keen  without    being   cruel,    who.se   humour  has  a  point  which  never 

wounds." 

Daily  Telegrapll. — "  Mr  Reginald  Turner's  book  is  written  in  the  spirit  of  the  lightest 
comedy.  We  welcome  the  gaiety  and  humour  with  which  the  book  is  brimming  over.  It 
will  while  away  our  time  in  the  pleasantest  manner,  and  insure  our  being  in  a  good  humour 
when  it  is  finLshed.  What  more  can  we  ask  of  a  novel,  or  life  either,  for  that  matter  ?  .  .  . 
The  sordidness  is  transmutted  by  Mr  Turner's  genial  talent,  he  makes  us  sympathise  and 
smile  where  others  would  make  us  shudder  and  yawn.  And  surelj',  in  these  days  of  strenuous 
labour  and  unsmiling  toil,  a  new  beatitude  might  be  pronounced  upon  those  who,  by  their 
light-hearted  optimism,  if  only  for  an  hour  or  two,  the  ever-looming  .shadows.  Blessed  are 
they  that  laugh." 

CRESWICK  J.  THOMPSON 

Zorastro.    6s. 

St  James  S  Gazette. — "  A  .sound  and  entertaining  piece  of  work." 

Universe. — '■  A  splendidly-written  romance  of  a  sixteenth-century  magician,  and  there  is 
no  lack  of  interest  throughout  the  book.  The  various  ideas  of  the  time,  descriptions  of  the 
customs  and  modes  of  living,  are  cleverly  woven  into  the  stor3\" 
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GUY  THORNE 

When  it  was  Dark.     The  story  of  a  Great  Conspiracy. 

6th  Edition.  Crown  8v^o,  with  Frontispiece  and  eight  Ilhistrations  by 
David  Whitelaw,  cloth,  6s.  Popular  Edition,  150th  Thousand,  crown 
8vo,  sewed,  is. 

A  WORLD-WIDE  TRIUMPH 
The  most  successful  book  of  the  years   1904  and   1905.     Translated  into 
French,  German,  Swedish,  Danish,  Italian,  etc. 

This  book  has  been  praised  and  recommended  by  THE  DEAN  OF 
DURHAM,  THE  BISHOP  OF  EXETER,  and  the  Rev.  R.  J. 
CAMPBELL;  while  THE  BISHOP  OF  LONDON,  preaching  at 
Westminster  Abbey,  said  : — 

"  I  wonder  whether  any  of  you  have  read  that  remarkable  work  of  fiction,  entitled  '  When  it 
was  Dark'?  It  paints,  in  wonderful  colours,  what  it  seems  to  me  the  world  would  be  if  for 
six  months,  as  in  the  story  it  is  supposed  to  be  the  case,  owing  to  a  gigantic  fraud,  the 
Resurrection  miglit  be  supposed  never  to  have  occurred,  and  as  you  feel  the  darkness  creeping 
round  the  world,  you  see  how  woman  in  a  moment  loses  the  best  friend  she  ever  liad,  and 
crime  and  violence  increase  in  every  part  of  the  world.  When  you  see  how  darkness  settles 
down  upon  the  human  spirit  when  it  sat  for  six  months  and  regarded  the  Christian  record  as 
a  fable,  then  you  quit  with  something  like  adequate  thanksgiving,  and  thank  (iod  it  is  light 
Itec.ause  of  the  awful  darkness  when  it  was  dark.  " 

Father  Ignatius  says  :— "  I  found  it  most  interesting.  ...  I  think  the  story  may  do 
much  good.  It  gives  a  true  picture  of  the  plots  and  objects  of  the  '  Higher  Critics.'  1  hoi)e 
there  will  be  many  future  editions." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "The  story  is  as  effective  a  piece  of  work  as  could  be  desired.  .  .  . 
Mr  Thorne  is  always  reverent,  and  is  touched  with  the  dignity  of  the  amazing  scenes  which 
he  has  invented.   .  .  .     We  welcome  his  book  as  a  real  achievement  in  a  very  difficult  line." 

Daily  News.— "A  remarkable  book.  .  .  .  The  picture  of  typical  clergy,  a  Cabinet 
Minister  with  religious  enthusiasm,  and  tlie  millionaire,  his  great  opponent,  are  all  finely  con- 
ceived and  finely  delineated  ;  while  the  coming  disaster,  which  casts  its  shadow  before,  is 
skilfully  adumbrated." 

The  Oven,     3s.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

Bookman.—"  Elven  the  most  jaded  readers  of  thrilling  novels  will  experience  fresh  thrills 

as  they  read  this  story." 

Morning  Leader.  —  "  May  be  pronounced  ingenious  and  thrilling." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette.— "It  would  be  idle  to  deny  that  Mr  Guy  Thorne  has  no  small 
amount  of  literary  ability,  andhe  treats  his  subject,  we  admit,  with  all  the  reticence  that  is 
possible.  .  .  .  The  characterisation  shows  marked  ability,  and  if  anyone  can  overcome  his 
natural  aversion  to  the  motive  of  the  tale,  he  may  enjoy  the  perusal  of  this  powerful  and 
amazing  tale." 

Morning  Post.—"  Mr  Guy  Thome  has  certainly  hit  on  an  original  idea,  and  the  plot  is 
well  worked  out.  ' 

Yorkshire  Post.— "Told  with  almost  breathless  interest,  and  anyone  who  takes  up  the 
book  will  most  certainly  desire  to  read  it  to  the  end.  .  .  .  Both  the  central  idea  and  the 
treatment  of  it  reveal  originality,  and  the  first  person  narrative  is  at  once  dramatic  and 
fascinating.  " 

The    Brain  =  Cup.       6s.  \In preparatiofu 
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GUY  THORNE 

Sharks.      a  Novel  by  Guy  Thorne    (Author  of  "  When  it 

was  Dark,"  etc.)  and  Leo  Custancr.      6s. 

St  James's  Gazette. — "Messrs  Guy  Thorne  and  Leo  Custance  in  collaboration  have 
written  a  novel  of  city  life  entitled  '  Sharks,'  which  treats  of  company  promoting  and  swindling 
on  the  grand  scale.  It  is  told  in  a  lively  way,  and  gives  evidence  of  much  inventive  power  on 
the  part  of  one  or  both  of  the  authors.  The  lost  continent,  for  the  raising  of  which  from  the 
bottom  of  the  sea  the  British  were  asked  to  subscribe  a  capital  of  two  million  pounds,  was  none 
other  than  Atlantis  of  ancient  fable.  The  idea  is  worthy  of  M.  Jules  Verne's  or  Mr  Wells's 
descriptive  pen,  and  we  follow  its  development  with  sympathy  to  the  book's  last  page." 

Daily  Express. — "An  interesting  yarn  dealing  with  company  promoting  and  company 
swindling  on  a  comprehensive  scale." 

To-day. — "  In  few  novels  of  recent  years  has  the  cult  of  the  unscrupulous  company  pro- 
moter been  more  remorselessly  exposed  than  in  '  Sharks.'  " 

Nottingham  Guardian.  — "  A  capitally  written  story  of  a  company  promoting  swindle, 
ingenious  in  conception,  and  made  doubly  interesting  by  its  clever  sketches  of  shady  financial 
methods,  and  by  the  pretty  love  romance  which  runs  through  its  pages." 

INA  WYE 

Wildcat.    3s  6d. 

ANTHONY  P.  VERT 

The  Green  Passion.     6s. 

Mr  Douglas  Sladen  in  the  Quecn. — "A  remarkably'  clever  book.  .  .  .  There  is  no 
disputing  the  ability  with  which  the  writer  handles  her  subject.  I  say  her  subject,  because  the 
minuteness  of  the  touches,  and  the  odd,  forcible  style  in  which  this  book  is  written,  point  to  it 
being  the  work  of  a  female  hand.  The  book  is  an  eminently  readable  one,  and  it  is  never  dull 
for  a  minute." 

GERTRUDE  WARDEN 

Compromised.       By   Gertrude   Warden   and    Harold 
E.  GoRST.     6s.     Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  sewed,  6d. 

Free  Lance.  — ''  it  is  a  society  novel  of  the  briskest,  most  champagny  type.  .  .  .  There 
is  abundance  of  'go,' humour  and  liveliness  about  'Compromised'  which  should  make  it  a 
great  favourite  with  the  novel-reading  public.  I  have  rarely  read  a  better  society  novel. 
Try  it,  I  say,  and  you  will  agree  with  me." 

GORDON  C.  WHADCOAT 

Author  of  "  His  Lordship's  Whim,"  etc. 

Rosamond's  Morality.     6s. 

Court  Journal.  —  "The  charm  of  the  story  lies  in  the  clever  drawing  of  two  wayward 
and  wilful  characters.  Mr  Whadcoat  has  struck  a  new  vein,  and,  if  he  continues  to  work,  it 
will  in  time  l)ring  something  of  great  value  to  the  surface." 

Dundee  Courier. — "Original  throughout  and  terribly  dramatic  at  times,  the  novel  is 
sure  to  prove  one  of  the  successes  of  the  season." 

Scotsman. — "  The  novel  is  eminently  readable.  It  is  at  once  light,  fresh,  humorous  and 
pathetic." 

The  Times.  — "A  love  story  told  in  32  '  talks'  (the  talkers  being  no  one  but  the  lovers) 
which,  when  the  love-making  goes  briskly,  become  almost  monosyllabic.  There  are,  of 
course,  ups  and  downs,  jealousies,  long  intervals,  even  an  engagement  to  '  Another,' but  it 
all  ends  well.  This  kind  of  dialogue  story  wants  skill  in  the  working,  and  Mr  Whadcoat 
makes  it  quite  a  success." 
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ELLEN  WILLIAMS 

Anna  Marsden's  Experiment.     2s.  6d. 

Outlook. — "  A  good  story  cleverly  told  and  worked  out." 

Echo. — "A  very  natural  and  interesting  tale  is  carefully  set  forth  in  Ellen  Williams's 
clever  little  book." 

Monitor.  —  "Miss  Williams  has  here  seized  on  an  original  concept,  and  given  it  fitting 
presentation.  The  '  experiment '  is  a  novel  one,  and  its  working  out  is  a  deft  piece  of 
writing.  The  ps^-chology  of  the  work  is  faultless,  and  this  study  of  a  beautiful  tempera- 
ment, in  a  crude  frame,  has  with  it  the  verity  of  deep  observation  and  acute  insight.  .  .  . 
We  await  with  considerable  confidence  Miss  Williams's  next  \enture." 

ERNEST  E.  WILLIAMS 

An  Exile  in  Bohemia.     6s. 

Daily  Graphic— "A  capital  story. " 

Weekly  Despatch.—''  This  is  a  very  bold  effort  to  deal  with  certain  sex  problems.  He 
has  treated  a  delicate  topic  in  quite  an  original  way." 

Daily  Express —"  A  smartly-told  story." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "There  is  something  to  interest  all  comers  in  'An  Exile  in 
Bohemia,'  with  its  \'ivid  touches  of  modern  life  and  modern  '  movements.'" 

JETTA  S.  WOLFF 

No  Place  for  Her.     3s.  6d. 

St  James's  Gazette. — "A  simple  and  touching  story.  Well-written  in  a  style  ot 
sympathy  and  restraint." 

_  Literary  World. — "A  story  of  very  considerable  merit.  More  than  common  insight 
with  human  nature  is  shown  in  the  analysis  of  the  feelings  of  a  ^ouug  woman  of  refined 
nature  and  truly  lovable  disposition,  but  whose  life  is  blighted  by  the  bar  sinister  of  her  birth. 
.  .  ,  The  story,  which  thoroughly  grips  the  reader,  ends  tragically.  This  novel  stands  well 
out  from  the  bulk  of  those  we  are  called  on  to  notice." 

EMILE  ZOLA 

A  Dead  Woman's  Wish.       3s.  6d. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette.—"  A  fine  study  of  human  life  and  character  .  .  .  less  horrible  than 
his  (Zola's)  later  conceptions.  The  portraits  are  drawn  from  nature,  and  are  instinct  with 
life  and  movement.  To  those  who  imagine  that  Zola  has  touched  nothing  that  he  has  not 
defiled,  we  would  commend  this  pretty  story." 

Lloyd's. — "  One  of  Zola's  earliest  and  happiest  stories.  It  is  a  close  and  brilliant  study  of 
character.  ' 

Glasgow  Herald. — "The  present  volume  is  quite  apart  from  its  intrinsic  merit, 
particularly  interesting  as  supplying  materials  for  a  comparison  between  the  Zola  of  the 
sixties  and  the  Zola  of  the  seventies  and  after.  .  .  .  We  find  in  '  A  Dead  Woman's 
Wish '  a  depth  of  feeling  such  as  the  later  works  seldom  possess.  .  .  .  The  story,  set  forth 
with  skill  and  truth  and  infinite  pathos,  is  essentially  a  sad  one,  yet  it  isnever  depressing." 

ANONYMOUS    NOVEL 

Outrageous    Fortune.     Being  the  Confessions  of  Evelyn 
Gray,  Hospital  Nurse.     A  Story  founded  on  fact,  proving  that  truth  is 
stranger  than  fiction.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Lloyd's. — "  Astrong  book,  and  one  that  readers  will  find  interesting.     It  is  undoubtedly 
clever  and  well  written." 

Daily  Graphic. — "  The  characters  are  cleverly  drawn,  and  the  revelations  of  hospital 
life,  of  private  nursing,  and  of  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  '  celibate"  clergy  should  ensure 
the  volume  considerable  popularity." 


20  Cecil  Court,  Charing  Cross  Road,  London,  W.C- 


46  Greening:  &  Co.,   Ltd.,   Publishers 


ANONYMOUS   NOVELS 

Shams  !  a  Social  Satire.  By  -?  This  is  a  remark- 
able and  interesting  story  of  Modern  Life  in  London  Society.  It 
is  a  powerful  work,  written  with  striking  vividness.  The  plot  is 
fiiscinating,  the  incidents  exciting,  and  the  dialogue  epigrammatic 
and  brilliant,  "  Shanes "  is  written  by  one  of  the  most  popular 
novelists  of  the  day.  Sixth  Edition  Crow^n  8vo,  art  cloth,  gilt, 
3s.  6d. 

Cliristia,!!  World. — "A  pungent,  cleverly-written,  and  altogether  out-of-the-common- 
rut  Society  novel.     The  author  unsparingly  exposes  the  'little  ways  of  smart  people."  .    . 
Every  sane  reader  will  wish  the  author  success  in  his  eftbrts  to  expose  the  hollowness  and 
rottenness  of  '  aristocratic  7nrtiioiis  London.'  " 

The  North  Star. —  "  The  book  is  of  a  most  daring  character,  but  the  author  has  treated 
his  theme  in  a  very  clever  manner.  .  .  .  Messrs  W.  H.  Smith  &  Son  refuse  to  circulate 
'  Shams,'  objecting  to  it  on  moral  grounds.  This  act  on  their  part,  however,  will  not  greatly 
interfere  with  the  sale  of  the  book,  which  reallj'  castigates  vice.  We  believe  it  will  be  as 
widely  read  as  the  works  of  Ouida  and  Marie  Corelli." 

Red  Paint  at  Oxford.  Frivolous  sketches  of  Under- 
graduate Life  by  "  Pish  "  and  "  Tush.*'     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  net. 

The    Life    Impossible.      a  very  original  and  well-written 

novel  by  "  A  Member  of  Paget's  Horse.''     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

The  Magnetism  of  Sin.  a  Tale  Founded  on  Fact. 
By  "  /EscuLAPius."     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Midland  Mail.  —  "An  interesting  story.  .   .  .     Exceedingly  well  written." 
Daily  Despatch. — "  '  The  Magnetism  of  Sin  '  is  a  story  as  choke  full  of  mystery-  as  any 
tale  could  be.  .  .  .     The  author  of  the  book — who  is  obviously  a  very  daring  young  man 
— has  written  a  story  which  is  as  remarkable  in  its  way  as  '  The  ISIystery  of  a  Hansom  Cab.'  " 

Romance   of   a    Harem.      Translated  from  the  French 

by  Clarence  Forestier- Walker.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  new  edition, 

3s.  6(1. 

(The  author  of  this  book  was  for  many  years  in  the  Imperial  Harem  at 

Constantinople.     The  Sultan  of  Turkey,  after  reading  the  story,  issued  an  order 

forl)idding  Mussulman  families  to  employ  European  governesses.) 

The  Woman  of  the  Hill.  a  story  of  the  East.  By 
the  author  of"  Romance  of  a  Harem."  Translated  by  C.  Forestikr- 
Walker.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

The  Sorrows  of  Jupiter.  a  witty  Travesty.  By 
"Julius."     3s.  6d. 

Fall  Mall  Gazette.— "' Julius' has  written  a  clever  mj'thological  skit.  .  .  .  It  greatly 
depends  upon  the  sense  of  humour  of  the  reader  whether  or  not  the  book  will  be  appreciated 
in  the  way  its  author  intended.     The  humour  is  there,  however,  but  not  on  the  surface." 

Free  Lance. — "The  subtle  writer  who  veils  himself  as  'Julius'  is  polished  and  satirical 
in  mythological  parable." 

Literary  World.  —  '■  Some  of  the  old  boys  whose  hair  is  now  grey  maj-  also  feel  a  tinge 
of  satisfaction  in  seeing  their  old  enemies  caricatured.  The  variations  from  Lempriere  are 
numerous,  but  this  will  not  interfere  with  the  reader's  pleasure,  unless  he  is  a  pedant  in  such 
matters." 
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That   Fascinating    Widow,      and     other     Frivolous 

and    Fantastic  Tales,    for    River,    Road  and  Rail.     By    S.  J.   Adaik 
Fitz-Gerald.     Long  i2mo,  cloth,  is. 

Tiie  Globe.— "The  author,  Mr  S.  J.  Adair  Fitz-Gerald,  lias  already  shown  himself  to  be 
the  possessor  of  a  store  of  humour,  on  which  he  has  .again  drawn  for  the  furnishing  of  the 
little  vokniie  he  has  iust  put  together.  Among  the  tales  included  are  several  which  might 
be  suitable  for  reading  or  recitation,  and  none  whicii  are  dull.  Mr  Fitz-Gerald  frankly 
addresses  himself  to  tliat  portion  of  the  public  which  ilesires  nothing  so  much  as  to  be 
anuised,  and  likes  even  its  amusements  in  small  doses.  Such  a  public  will  entertain  itself 
very  pleasantly  with  Mr  Fitz-Geiald's  lively  tales,  and  will  probably  name  as  its  favourites  a 
verse  titled  'Pure  Cussedness,'  '  Splidgings'  First  Baby,'  and  '  The  Hlue-blooded  Coster." 


Popular   * '  Sixpennies. ' ' 

Paths  of  the  Dead.     By  Hume  Nisbet. 
Mora.     By  T.  W.  Speight. 

The  Cigarette  Smoker.     By  C.  Ranger  Gull. 
The  Hypocrite.     By  C.  Ranger  Gull. 
Compromised.     By  Gertrude  Warden. 

The  Oven.     By  Guv  Thorne.     Author  of  "  When  it  was  Dark.' 
The  Weird  Well.     By  Mrs  Alec  M'Millan. 
The  Steeple.     By  Reginald  Turner. 
Cynthia's  Damages.     By  Reginald  Turner. 
A  Man  Adrift.     By  Bart  Kennedy. 
Fame  the  Fiddler.     By  S.  J.  Adair  Fitz-Gerald. 
Back  to  Lilac  =  Land.     By  C.  Ranger  Gull. 
The  Convict  Colonel.     By  Fortune  Du  Boisgoeev. 
The  Angel  of  the  Chimes.     By  Fortune  Du  Boisgobey. 
Drink  (L'Assommoir).     By  Emile  Zola. 
Seven  Nights  with  Satan.     By  J.  L.  Owen. 
Sapho.     By  Alphonse  Daudet. 

Daughters  of  Pleasure.     By  The  Countess  De  Bremont. 
The  Pottle  Papers.     By  Saul  Smiff. 
Illustrated  by  L.  Raven-Hill. 

A   Cry   in  the   Night.     By  Arnold  Golsworthy  (Jingle  of 

"  Pick-me-up.") 
Dan  Leno :  Hys  Booke.     Written  by  Dan  Leno. 
In  Monte  Carlo.     By  Henryk  Sienkiewicz,  Author  of  "  Quo 

Vadis." 
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Popular  *'Sixpennies  " — contimied. 

Jack  Sheppard.     By  W.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 
Dick  Turpin.     (Rookwood.)     By  VV.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 
The  Serf.     (In  preparation.)     By  C.  Ranger  Gull. 
Wolves.     (In  preparation).     By  Robert  H.  Sherard, 
Ashes  Tell  no  Tales.     By  Mrs  Albert  S.  Hraushaw. 
A  King  and  a  few  Dukes.     By  R.  W.  Chambers. 


Books  Classified  in  Order  of  Price. 


All  marked  {a)  are 

12s.  6d. 

aHume  Nisbet's  Poetic  and  Dramatic 
Works,  4  Vols,  I2s.  6d.  each 
6s. 
The  Silver  Gate  (Walker) 
A  Moorland  Princess  (Folliott-Stokes) 
Ira  Lorraine  (Fevez) 
Portalone  (Ranger  Gull) 
The  Serf  (Ranger  Gull) 
Back  to  Lilac  Land  (Ranger  Gull) 
His  Grace's  Grace  (Ranger  Gull) 
And  Afterwards  (Gorst) 
A  Modern  Exodus  (Guttenberg) 
A  Cry  in  the  Night  (Golsworthy) 
Danger  of  Innocence  ( Hamilton) 
The  Prettiness  of  Fools  (Hewitt) 
The  Sword  of  Fate  (Herman) 
Falsely  Condemned  (Bagot  Harte) 
A  Tragic  Contract  (Mount  Houmas) 
A  Dreamer's  Harvest  (^Nlount  Houmas) 
The  Weaver's  Shuttle  (Hartley) 
The     Rough    Torrent     of    Occasion 

(Lanark) 
The  Lady  of  the  Leopard  (L'Epine) 
Where  the  Oranges  Grow  (Leyken) 
Committed  to  His  Charge  (Lizars) 
Pauline  Merrill  (Laurie- Walker) 
Fortune's  Wheel  (Long) 
Jim  Blackwood  (Mandelstamn) 
The  World  of  Mimes  (Melville) 
The  Puppets'  Dallying  (Marlow) 
A  Girl  of  the  North  (Milecete) 
Paths  of  the  Dead  (Hume  Nisbet) 
W'asted  Fires  (Hume  Nisbet) 
Mr  Muldoon  (O'Donovan) 


net  '  publications. 

Pentonville  from  Within  (Anon.) 

The  Lyons  Mail  (Sherard) 

God  in  Shakspeare  (Clelia) 

A  Man  Adrift  (Bart  Kennedy) 

The  Fulfilment  (Allonby) 

Jewel  Sowers  (Allonby) 

Marigold  (Allonby) 

Virtue  of  Necessity  (Adams) 

Tragedy  of  a  Pedigree  (Ames) 

A  Social  Upheaval  (x\scher) 

Act  of  Impulse  (Bayliss) 

Pilgrims  (Belasyse) 

Church  and  the  World  (Bulley) 

A  Prophet  of  Wales  (Max  Baring) 

The  Canon's  Butterfly  (Max  Baring) 

A  Doctor  in  Corduroy  (Max  Baring) 

Ashes  Tell  no  Tales  (Bradshaw) 

The  Expiation  of  Eugene  (Balfour) 

Idylls  of  Yorkshire  Dales  (Craven) 

A  Marriage  in  Burmah  (Chan  Toon) 

The  Day  of  Prosperity  (Devinne) 

Daughters  of  Pleasure  (De  Bremont) 

Mrs  Evelyn's  Husbands  (De  Bremont) 

A  Son  of  Africa  (De  Bremont) 

A  Heroine  of  Reality  (Donovan) 

Love  Thirst  of  Elaine  (Fitz-Gerald) 

Red  Fate  (Forbes) 

Trim  and  Antrim's  Shores  (Fildes) 

For  Satan's  Sake  (O'Donnell) 

The  Unknown  Depths  (O'Donnell) 

Dinevah  the  Beautiful  (O'Donnell) 

Modern  Argonauts  (Orzeszko) 

An  Obscure  Apostle  (Orzeszko) 

In  Deep  Abyss  (Ohnet) 

The  Scarlet  Pimpernel  (Orczy) 
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By  the  Gods  Beloved  (Orczy) 

A  Son  of  the  People  (Orczy) 

The  Old  Man  in  the  Corner  (Orczy) 

Beau  Brocade  (Orczy) 

The  Staff  in  Flower  (Piatt) 

Tne  Maid  Lilias  (Piatt) 

Tales  from  Spain  (Phillips) 

Love's  Mirage  (Pryce) 

The  After-Taste  (Reade) 

Such  is  the  Law(Sadleir) 

Morcar  (Scott) 

At  Sunrise  (Spurrell) 

Out  of  the  Past  (Spurrell) 

Wolves  (Sherard) 

My  Chums  at  School  (Stubbs) 

Mora  (Speight) 

Our  Lady  of  the  Ice  (Sutcliffe) 

Dorothy  Raeburn  (Turner) 

The  Comedy  of  Progress  (Turner) 

The  Steeple  (Turner) 

Cynthia's  Damages  (Turner) 

Castles  in  Kensington  (Turner) 

Zorastro  (Thompson) 

When  it  was  Dark  (Guy  Thorne) 

Sharks  (Guy  Thorne) 

The  Green  l^assion  (Vert) 

Compromised  (Warden) 

Rosamond's  Morality  (Whadcoat) 

Exile  in  Bohemia  (Williams) 

5s. 

Pen,  Patron  and  Public 
Vagabond  in  Asia  (Candler) 
Messiahship  of  Shakspeare  (Clelia) 
^Adventures  of  Ulysses,    Edition   de 

Luxe  (Ranger  Gull) 
Indictments  (Crosland) 
rtiOscar  Wilde  (Sherard) 
aOil  and  Water-Colours  (Renton) 

3s.  6d. 

A  Comedy  of  Temptation  (Coutts) 
That  Moving  Finger  (Castleman) 
The  Gentleman  Digger  (De  Bremont) 
The  Ice  Maiden  (Lady  Frivol) 
Miss  Malevolent  (Ranger  Gull) 
Adventures  of  Mr  Topham  (Ranger 

Gull) 
His  Share  of  the  World  (Griffin) 
The  Sin  of  Salome  (Harris) 
An  Idol  of  Bronze  (Heaven) 
The  Idealist  (Johnson) 


The  Dolomite  Cavern  (Kelly) 
To  Welcome  the  King  (Matchett) 
The  Weird  Well  (M'Millan) 
A  Detached  Pirate  (Milecete) 
Seven  Nights  with  Satan  (Owen) 
The  Emperor's  Candlesticks  (Orczy) 
The    Shadow    on    the    Manse   (Rae- 

Brown) 
Mr  Incoul's  Misadventure  (Saltus) 
Mary  of  Magdala  (Saltus) 
Madonna  Mia  (C.  Scott) 
Two  in  One  (Speight) 
Wildcat  (Ina  Wye) 
No  Place  for  Her  (Wolff) 
A  Dead  Woman's  Wish  (Zola) 
Shams  (Anon.) 
Outrageous  Fortune  (Anon.) 
The  Life  Impossible  (Anon.) 
The  Woman  of  the  Hill  (Anon.) 
The  Magnetism  of  Sin  (Anon.) 
Ringan  Gilhaize  (Gait) 
Rasselas  (Johnson) 
The  Black  Tulip  (Dumas) 
The  Epicurean  (Moore) 
Decadents  (Bulley) 
Woman  and  the  Wits  (Monkshood) 
Wit  and  Wisdom  from  Saltus  ( Monks- 
hood) 
rtPomps  of  Satan  (Saltus) 
Mayne  Reid's  Life  (Widow  and  Coe) 
Northern  Lights  and  Shadows  (Taber) 
A  Trip  to  Paradoxia  (Escott) 
From    the    Book    Beautiful  (Ranger 

Gull) 
A  History  of  Nursery  Rhymes  (Green) 
The  Royal  Standard  (Anon.) 
Sorrows  of  Jupiter  (Julius) 
Bachelor  Ballads  (Spurr) 
Dramatic  Criticism  (Grein) 
Pillypingle  Pastorals  (Grayl) 
Nonsense  Numbers  ((jrayl) 
Blots  and  Titters  (Ferreira) 

English  Men  of  Letters  Series 

George  Meredith  (Jerrold) 
A.  W.  Pinero  (Hamilton  Fyfe) 
Rudyard  Kipling  (Monkshood^ 
Swinburne  (Wratislaw) 
Bret  Harte  (Pemberton) 
Hall  Caine  (Kenyon) 
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fliliutler's  Hudibras,     Leather 

2s.  6d. 

Goethe's  Life  at  Weimar  (Lewes) 

FataUsm  (Miller) 

Woman  (Seed) 

Maori  War  (Gordon) 

Byeways  of  Crime  ( Power- Berre\) 

Ideal  Physical  Culture  (Apollo) 

Privilege  of  Motherhood  (Simpson) 

aBallad  of  the  Soul's  Desire  (Nott) 

^Journey's  End  (Nott) 

aAntony  and  Cleopatra  (Nott) 

^Nebo  (Ferreira) 

aThe  Great  War  (Docking) 

aWeeds  and  Flowers  (Longstaff) 

^Village  Life  and  Feeling  (Upperton) 

Sue  (Bret  Haite) 

Smith  of  the  Shamrock  Guards 

Verse  (T.  H.  T.  Case) 

Gates  of  Temptation  (Bradshaw) 

The  Pottle  Papers  ("Smiff") 

Dona  Rufina  (Daniels) 

Fame  the  Fiddler  (Fitz-Gerald) 

The  Hypocrite  (Ranger  Gull) 

The  Cigarette  Smoker  (Ranger  Gull) 

Farthest  South  (Gorst) 

The      Wandering       Romanoff      (B. 

Kennedy) 
The  Darab's  Wine  Cup  (B.  Kennedy) 
Mad  (J.  P.  L.) 

Tragedy  of  the  Lady  Palmist  (Long- 
staff) 
Lord  Jimmy  (Martyn) 
My  Lady  Ruby  (Monkshood) 
Lady  of  Criswold  (Outram) 
Resurrection    of     His    Grace    (Rae- 

Brown) 
An  Uncanny  Girl  (Sadleir) 
In  Monte  Carlo  (Sienkiewicz) 
Anna  Marsden's  Experiment 

(Williams) 
Some  Notable  Hamlets  (C.  Scott) 

2s. 

czButler's  Hudibras.     Cloth 
The  Black  Tulip  (Dumas) 
Wheel  of  Life  (C.  Scott) 
^iCynic's  Posy  (Monkshood) 
aWorldlings  Wit  (Monkshood) 
(zPolite  Conversations  (Swift) 


izTale  of  a  Tub  (Swift) 
Rip  Van  Winkle  (Irving) 
aWater  of  Marah  (Cecil  Stafford) 
aThe  Virgin  and  the  Fool  (Anon.) 
After  Dinner  Ballads  (Colborne) 
Valley  of  Wild  Hyacinths  (Anon.) 
aThais  (Anatole  France).     Leather 
aThe  Nabob  (Daudet).     Leather 
rtSapho  (Daudet).     Leather 
^Romance     of    a     Harem    (Anon.). 

Leather 
^Madame  Bovary(Flauberl).    Leather 
aValhek  (Beckford) 
aDrink  (Zola).     Leather 
The  Light  in  Denswood  (Dagless) 
The  Crimson  Corridor  (Eagle) 
The  Derelict  and  Tommy  (Walker) 
Shadows  (Martin) 
aRed  Paint  at  Oxford  (/\non.) 

Is.  6d. 

Dan  Leno  :  Hys  book 
rtThais  (Anatole  France).     Cloth 
aThe  Nabob  (Daudet).     Cloth 
aSapho  (Daudet).     Cloth 
^Romance    of    a    Harem      (Anon.). 

Cloih 
aMadame  Bovary  (Flaubert).     Cloth 
aVathek  (Beckford).     Cloth 
aDrink  (Zola).     Cloth 
Adventures  of  Ulysses  (Ranger  Gull) 

Is. 

Sisters  by  the  Sea  (C.  Scott) 
aQuiet  Holiday  Resorts 
aElocutioiiist's  Handbook  (Willis) 
Britain's  Peril  (Morris) 
The     Author,     Ghost     and     Society 

(Nisbet) 
Physical  Development  (Pope) 
In  Quaint  East  Anglia  (Carnie) 
Financial  Philosophy  (Gingold) 
aThree  for  a  Penny  (Crosland) 
Blighted  Billets  Doux 
MacStodger's  Affinity  (Whitelaw) 
Greening's  Popular  Reciter 
Letters  of  a  Bohemian 
Death  and  the  Woman  (Golsworthy) 
The  'Liza  Letters  (Hefifernan) 
That  Fascinating  Widow  (Fitz-Getald) 
Danger  of  Innocence  (Hamilton) 
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After  Dinner  Ballads 

After-Taste,  The 

Algernon  Charles  Swinburne 

And  Afterwards 

Angel  of  the  Chimes,  The 

Anna  Marsden's  Experiment 

Antony  with  Cleopatra     . 

Arthur  W.  Pinero    . 

Ashes  Tell  no  Tales 

At  Sunrise 
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Ballad  of  the  Soul's  Desire,  The 
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